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FAT MIKE WINS 
MIND MONOPOLY 


FCC's Pudgy Prince Powell 
Bows Before King Rupert, 
Stuffs Cookies in Jowls. 
They Decide, We Retort. 


ROTUND REGULATOR FAILS TO REGULATE 
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Farewell, Libertine 
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Our city's legislators will soon be 
working without Angel Ortiz for 
the first time since Beloff shook 
them down, Rafferty beat them up 
and John Street’s afro was as big as 
his ego. Ortiz made a glaring 
error in his attempt to get re- 


JACK THE GRIPPER 
STEALS SECOND BASE 


Tragic Case Recalls Doylestown 
Bread & Bun Molester of 1998 


JUNE 


Budget Cuts; Could Lose 
Staff, Branches, Hours 


Ihe Free Library embodies 
both meanings of the word 


200 


Free Library Faces Major | JACKO'S BOTCHED FACELIFT 
WILL COST MILLIONS 


Grotesque Rainbow of Pastel Hues 
Mars Swollen Head 


50 cents In Puta. $1 ELSEWHERE 


The Fool Tax 


Tax receipts are down. Deficits are 
up. Who will bail out the city? 
There is a growing consensus 
among City Council, the mayor, 


CAN ANYONE STOP THE GROPER? 


elected—driving for twenty years 


without a license. Voters weren't 


CENTER CITY—A sweat-suited scoundrel took to 


‘free. Anyone wanting a look at 
democracy in action need only visit 
the palatial Central branch on a 
cold day and observe the homeless 
lining the study tables. 


ON THE NEW TWENTY DOLLAR BILLS 


and the governor about a magic 
bullet to put some scratch back in 
the city’s bank—gambling. Slot 


WASHINGTON, D.C.—Whereas our ever-inven- 


machines in the Convention 
Center and the track. Riverboat 


VANDALS STRIKE 
SHOP WINDOWS 


Caustic Chemical Graffiti 
Burns Names Into Glass; 
Thousands of Dollars Lost 
In a Pass of the Hand 


CAN THE CITY DEFEND ITS STOREFRONTS? 


It is unfortunate, then, that the 
Commonwealth is in such dire 
financial straits, posting a $2.4 bil- 
lion deficit this fiscal year. The 
state’s libraries, along with drug and 
alcohol rehabilitation programs, 
have been among the hardest hit. 
Though the Free Library has not 
released a budget for the new fiscal 
year, the reductions could mean the 
loss of forty staff positions in 
Philadelphia, which would force 


casinos on the Delaware. Tourist 
stuff. Let Jersey and York come 
and waste their fortunes. We 
hoard our pennies. If the house 
has any kind of edge, we won't 
even sit down at the table. That’s 
why we pay our people under- 
néath it. 


WILLARD G. 


happy that it took Ortiz so long to 
stop skirting a rule that most of 
them complied with in high 
school. During his term, Ortiz led 
Council to a non-binding resolu- 
tion condemning the USA Patriot 
Act. Alas, liberty and license do 
not always go hand in hand. # 


THE RECORD 


tive Mr. Ben Franklin sought to foil industrious coun- 
terfeiters by casting Pennsylvania's colonial notes with 
the textured backs of leaves, the bureaucrats at the U.S. 
Treasury have devised a far less elegant protection 
against funny money: they have made the new twenties, 
redesigned but not yet circulating, look as funny as they 
possibly could. Like children left unattended to idle 
away an afternoon with finger paints, they have defaced 
the greenback with smatterings of blue, yellow, and 
peach. President Jackson, coat lapels like Mount 
Rushmore, blow-dried pompadour freed from its locket 
frame, must now remain forever vigilant of the blue bald 


the streets on a rampage of heisted liberties last month, 
leading many a female pedestrian to cover her back- 
side. Women between the ages of twenty-five and 
forty-nine reported the violations of at least twelve pri- 
vate areas and erogenous zones to the police, which are 
all believed to be the handiwork of a single suspect. 
The corpulent perpetrator, still at large, rides a ten- 
speed bicycle and favors a drive-by technique for his 
gropings, all of which have taken place in broad day- 
light. While such degenerate behavior must be pun- 
ished, one marvels at the deft pedaling required by this 
maneuver, particularly while impeded by the very titil- 


BY RICHARD CHARLES 
ichael K. Powell, the chief of 


the Federal Communications 
Commission, is a fat, bald man 
whose honor has been shilled away 
to the highest bidder. And this is 
the last time any such sentiment 
will likely see the light of day, as 
Mr. Powell has cast the deciding 
vote in favor of lifting most monop- 


oly regulations against media com- 


OLD CITY, Phila—Six morn- 
ings a week, Gianfranco Provenzano 
drives from his home in Cherry 
Hill, NJ. to Old City to open his 
| pizzeria, which he and his son 

Joseph have run for six years. One 
| morning early last month, he found 
that the large pane of glass on the 
door to his establishment had been 


~ 


panies. 

The June 2 decision that lifted 
long-held restrictions on media 
ownership, made at the FCC’s 
secret cave deep beneath the 
Potomac, is really nothing much to 
get into a huff about, as it is merely 
the culmination of a process of con- 
solidation among the media com- 
panies which began thirty years 
ago. Now, however, a single corpo- 
rate entity can own as many as three 
television stations and a daily news- 
paper in a single market. Maybe it 
will be a surprise to Joe and Mary 
Regular, who remain unaware that 
the same company owns their com- 
puter, their telephone, their televi- 
sion, and their radio; but to the 
livid, snobbish readers of a paper 
like THE INDEPENDENT, it has been 
long obvious that we are on course 
for. an eventual information Civil 
War, and the FCC has merely dis- 
patched the corporate fleet. An 
extra deadbolt has been installed at 
the Independent's door, to keep the 
network executives at bay a little 
longer. 

As multiple NBCs and a bevy 
of FOXes arrive with monopolistic 
impunity upon our phosphor 
screens, and the major dailies are all 
acquired by Australian magnates 
with overt political agendas, we will 
not pretend to be shocked or dis- 
gusted. The FCC has been in the 
pocket of media lobbyists for 
decades, and our readers must by 
now be tired of the lowly whining 
of the independent press, and will 
be too glad when it is stifled by the 
generous acquisition offers of the 
News Corporation. Instead of beg- 


| 
| 


| rebuilding the facilities used to 


| 500 tons of sarin, mustard and VX | 


ging for repeal, like a sniveling | 


inmate facing execution, we here 


boldly request that the FCC simply 


disband, and that the market be left | 


completely to the unregulated free- 
for-all that the recent deregulating 
decision only vaguely disguises. 
Frankly, we are willing to try our 
hand against the biggest and best of 
the companies who now own every- 
thing. 

The clamor of a thousand dis- 


parate voices on the airwaves and | 


the newsstands had really gotten 
to be a bit much; we like the 
chances of our clear, dulcet prose 
against a hundred homogenous 
outlets, much better than we did 
against fifty diverse ones. We are 


reconciled to the fact that as | 


informed citizens, we are in the 
minority, and we lack the market- 
ing skills to woo the brain-dead 
general public away from the 


steady supply of mind-sugar | 


offered by the five tycoons in 
charge of everything. But for one 
thing, the FCC liberation means | 
what independent outlets do exist | 


ON IRAQ. 


What Mr. Bush Told 
America Before the War 


ight now, Iraq is expanding 
d improving facilities that 
were used for the production of 
biological weapons.” United Nations 
address, 9/12/2002. 
“Iraq has stockpiled biological 


and chemical weapons, and is 


<4 


inal mischief. 


make more of those weapons. 

“We have sources that tell us that 
Saddam Hussein recently author- 
ized Iraqi field commanders to use 
chemical weapons—the very 
weapons the dictator tells us he 
does not have.” Radio address, 
10/5/2002. 

“The Iraqi regime ... possesses 
and produces chemical and biologi- 
cal weapons. It is seeking nuclear 
weapons ... We know that the 
regime has produced thousands of 
tons of chemical agents, including 
mustard gas, sarin nerve gas, VX 
nerve gas.” Speech in Cincinnati, 
Ohio, 10/7/2002. 

“Our intelligence officials esti- 
mate that Saddam Hussein had the 
materials to produce as much as | 


na manners 


the trouser report 


~ 


The town’s trousers are tight. 
Trousers tighten during any econom- 
ic recession, a corollary effect of low- 
ered hemlines. In the very long term, 
trousers will rebound to unprece- 
dented looseness. Trousers will stay 
tight and may get even tighter in the 
short term. The question is how 
short that short term will be. One 
indicator suggests the short term will 
be very short indeed. Orders for sec- 
ondhand trousers are strong. After 


nerve agent.” State of the Union 
Address, 1/28/2003. 

“Intelligence gathered by this 
and other governments leaves no 
doubt that the Iraq regime contin- 
ues to possess and conceal some of 
the most lethal weapons ever 
devised.” Address to the nation, 


3/17/2003. =m thrift pants split, they get replaced by 
Compiled by John W. Dean, colum- | pants that can be amortized over a 
nist for CNN.com. longer period—dungarees. # 


NYC Time Burglar Hijacks Innocent Milkcrate 


he law holds that the street is for passing through, quickly and effi- 

ciently, on the way to work, home and (on weekends) your local com- 
mercial center. Yet many people feel an urge to loiter: to lean against store 
windows, to publicly squander vast stretches of time without the crutch of 
a cigarette, and occasionally to sit on milk crates in front of barbershops. 

According to the New York Daily News, a hair-braider from the Bronx 
named Jesse Taveras was relaxing on a Sunnydale Farms crate in front of 
his place of employment when he was cited by police for “unauthorized 
use of a milk crate.” Though the wording of the citation implies that the 
milk crate was at issue, we suspect the law was aroused by something more 
commonplace. The police officer in question told Taveras that he was 
receiving the ticket “because you're sitting.” An unnamed source within 
the Bronx police force said the citation was part of Operation Impact, a 
city initiative meant to address complaints about “people hanging out, sit- 
ting on milk crates, drinking beer, playing cards.” 

Curiously, punitive efforts at preventing people from participating in 
such activities are called a “quality-of-life campaign.” The city of New 
York would have us believe that we lead richer lives when we resist the 
urge to stop and rest, at least where people can see us. This is probably 
sound public policy, as loitering is known to be contagious. In ancient 
Athens, it reached epidemic proportions, with headscratching idlers laz- 
ing about in the public squares and ranting against the authorities. Today, 
we are fortunate enough to live out every free hour as if it were an ortho- 
dontist’s appointment. Should money prove to be an insufficient carrot for 
us to keep moving, the law is always there holding a stick. # 


« INSIDE wa 


lation the uncouth culprit must have sought. 

This strange case brings to mind the crimes of 
Samuel Feldman, a Bucks County man with a long his- 
tory of molesting innocent baked goods. After baffling 
supermarket management for years with a trail of 
poked cookies, squished hamburger buns, and manip- 
ulated loaves of bread, Feldman was finally videotaped 
in the act in 1998 and apprehended. Although his 
defense asked the jury to be “tolerant of different styles 
of bread selection,” Feldman was found guilty of crim- 


Unlike Feldman, the Groper commits his crimes in 
public, where we are enjoying the last months of our 
famed right to privacy. His identity will likely remain 
unknown until, Homeland Security Secretary Tom 
Ridge finishes putting a video camera on every street 
corner. In the meantime, Mayor John Street has 
devised a stopgap measure to slow the Groper’s deft 
getaways—ripping up the pavement of most every 
major Center City street into a mess of potholes and 
ruts. Street’s plan appears to be working. As of press 
time, we haven't heard from the Groper for more than 
two. weeks. But by rendering so many of our roads 
impassible, we fear the mayor may be providing the 
Groper with more potential pedestrian targets. # 


may as well get to the business of demagoguery, and quit worrying 
about the FCC. It is on the table now—the monopoly has been re- 
legalized. The last time the American media was as consolidated as it 
now stands to be, William Randolph Hearst single-handedly incited 
the Spanish-American War. The reader might be glad to hear that we 
have at least as much ambition; this paper shall eventually be such a 
ubiquitous nag that the American people will demand a new commis- 
sion for our restraint. We have nothing to do but insult the common- 
er, harangue the fat-cat, and ridicule the idiot bureaucrats who have set 
us loose on the sensibilities of the American consumer. So, before the 
long slumber of public awareness sets in, we announce one last time that 
Mr. Michael K. Powell, the man who dealt the ailing hub-bub of the 
American information industry its death-blow, is a cholesterol-choked 
pig, whose faint memory will be drenched in bitterness, and whose soul 


is destined for the purgatory of the mediocre, # 


Proposal & prospectus. A whiff of what's to 
come. Henry Floss, curator of the General 
Advertisements, invites you to survey the trans- 
actions of the future on Page 12: MARGARET 
NEEDED; Looking for a new Margaret, but 
one with all the same characteristics of the old 
Margaret ... PERSONAL: To the boy who feeds 
me s'mores and keeps me sane day after day .. 
TYPIST WANTED: Smart lady typist to aid 
gendeman in literary work .. PATRON 
WANTED; Wanted: some wealthy fool with so 
much money he doesn't know what to do! | have 
4 few suggestions, all to better my well-being .. 
————E—————————SE=—EE 

SUBSCRIBE TO THE rovatafap is ele 
$100 iso emall price to pay for hnowledge 

‘Tern this newepaper over. Fill ont the form 


ADVERTISE I IN THE INDEPENDENT 
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bailout, 
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the closing of seven branches. 

Last month, President Bush 
passed a tax-cut bill that also 
included a $20 billion state budget 
$900 
Pennsylvania. Although Governor | 
Rendell said he will use the money 
to temper his initial cuts, the library 
still faces reduced hours, reduced 
staff, and reduced services. The 
Free Library is not only books; it is 
GED classes, children’s reading 
programs, and writing workshops. 
It is a quiet, marble-columned 
space that belongs to the public. 
Rendell, citing the importance of 
business growth to boost the econ- 
omy, has said that he is unwilling to 
raise corporate taxes to offset the 
state’s budget cuts. 

While we want to be careful not 
to assign blame too quickly for a 


complicated problem that’s been 
years in the making, we believe | 
Gov. Rendell should reconsider. a 


million for 


essay 


Lo 


AFTER THE WAR, 
AGAINST THE WAR 


BY ALEXANDER SWARTWOUT 


t is too much to bear, even for a 

sensibility as asympathetic as 
mine, to see the erstwhile oppo- 
nents of the late War now moping 
around with their heads hung 
shamefully on their shoulders. 
Victory has been declared, the 
tyrant Mr. Hussein publicly rout- 
ed, and the museums of civiliza- 
tion safely emptied, but it is 
impossible not to notice the for- 
merly vocal peace advocates by 
their absence. Does no-one know 
how to reconcile the bellicose 
boasts of the Administration with 
the heartfelt humanitarian ethic 
that brought them out into the 
streets three months ago? Is there 
no-one with the depth of insight 
and moral certainty to match Mr. 
Bush’s, who is still willing to pres- 
ent arguments against belliger- 
ence, and even to call his victory a 
defeat? Who will stand above the 
void of ridicule and announce to 
History that this short War is no 
success at all, but exactly the 
catastrophe of global politics that 
millions warned of in February 
and March? Typical of the gener- 
ation, nobody will; and so, with 
sure knowledge that my name is 
already prominent upon the long 
list of traitors kept deep in the 
basements of the Pentagon and 
the Justice Department, | will go 
ahead and do it myself. The War 
in Iraq is a failure, and one as 
spectacular as the peace move- 
ment itself. 

A pragmatist, 1 am ordinarily 
averse to discussions of things 
that have already happened, but 
two circumstances require me to 
address this agéd matter. One is 
the appalling condition of the left 
branch of opinion in this country 
(I am reluctant to even call it a 
wing, as it is featherless), which 
has all but been silenced by the 
adolescent braggadocio of the 
hawks; and which in several cases 
has even been turned entirely to 


making admissions of its own 
wrong-headedness—advocates of 
peace and common sense conced- 
ing the error of their ways, like 
diminutive siblings begging for 
mercy from big brother. The other 
is the preposterous stance of vic- 
tory assumed by the President’s 
administration, and the concomi- 
tant assumption of a Mandate for 
Anything now circulating among 
the wielders of power. This makes 
the matter a contemporary one— 
along with the continuing conflict 
in that country ostensibly 
Liberated and At Peace. Even 
while American soldiers come 
steaming home, their fellows are 
being ambushed and overrun at 
the gates of the hospitals and 
museums. The job, simply, is 
unfinished; and nothing galls this 
author more than shoddy work 
left incomplete. 

The genii of Al Qaeda only last 
month went and blew up three 
buildings in Saudi Arabia with 
impunity and impeccable timing, 
to demonstrate with what futility 
Iraq was conquered. The twin 
prongs of the Bush administra- 
tion's against Mr. 
Hussein—his alliance — with 
Islamic militants (absurd to any- 
one who did not doze through his 
entire high school history course) 
and his accumulation 
Armageddon-inducing spores— 
are both proving to be tines on a 
pewter fork. Two weeks after the 
flabby American conscience 
grows complacent with its heavily 
advertised Victory, here are the 
lunatics again, leveling Riyadh, 
proving that we have bombed the 
wrong asylum. Now, long-placid 
Morocco has been attacked by 
similarly renewed militants, 

And four, six, eight weeks after 
Iraq was freed from its lethal 
autocracy, in deference to lethal 


claim 


turn to WAR, pan’ 


of 


eagle dive-bombing him from behind. Floating above 
Old Hickory’s right shoulder are the words TWENTY 
USA, USA TWENTY in pastel balloon writing. On 
the bill’s backside, the White House lawn is littered with 
| small yellow 20s like Easter eggs at the annual hunt. 
This new money resembles less the legal tender of a | 
great democracy than a coupon for some July 4th sale. It 
is as wretched-looking as your prom picture. 

Only by saying “this hideous scrap of paper shall be 
worth twenty dollars,” can the fellows at Treasury stay 
one step ahead of the counterfeiters and their laptops. 
The one-dollar bill, thankfully, will remain weird, 
green and untouched, but we will soon see all the rest | 
of our cash money colorized. | 

Our bills are not just instruments of value, but silent 
bearers of meaning as well. The face of the currency may 
be a nation’s most accurate self-portrait. So what does | 
the new money have to say about the United States? The | 
Bureau of Engraving and Printing offers this interpreta- 
tion: “Smarter. Safer. More secure.” We would like to | 
offer another: On the back, the new twenties have the 
same stately engraving of the president’s home. But on 
the front, the president’s head is suddenly colossal, king- 
sized. What used to be one element in a balanced com- 
Position now dominates the frame. =~ 
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Who Dared to Build Over 
William Penn’s Crown 


f there is one word that sums up 
Philadelphia, it is tradition. 
Flouting tradition is a risky busi- 
ness. Just ask Willard G. Rouse III, 
| 
age of sixty. No, it is not his vision 
of skyscrapers towering above the 
statue of William (please do not 
call him “Billy”) Penn atop City 
Hall that we are remembering. It is 
his defiance of the “tradition” of 
graft} and corruption 
Philadelphia that made him an 
even larger hero than he was for 
| kickstarting this city’s downtown 
rebirth in the 1980s with One and 
Two Liberty Place, or for pushing 
through the development of the 
Pennsylvania Convention Center, 
or for spearheading the creation of 
our latest jewel, 
| Center. When former 
Philadelphia Councilman Leland 
Beloff and his pals in the Mafia— 
——__ | including Nicodemo Scarfo—tried 
1. Act of exposing or state of being | to extort $1 million from Rouse in 
exposed. [Archaic.] 

2. Publicity unit offered in a barter 
exchange in lieu of money. e.g. “I was 
wondering if your daughter could 
deejay our office Christmas party. I 
think it would be great exposure for | 
her budding deejay venture. Please 
have her here by nine for sound 
check.” 

3. Euphemism for lack of funds. | 
e.g. “I would like to crash on your | 
couch for a few weeks. Payment is 
not an option for me at this time. 


in 


mn terms 


ex:po:-sure Nn. 


~ 


plan to develop Penn’s Landing in 
the 1980s, Rouse took the unbe- 
lievable risk of standing up to them. 
He set them up for an FBI sting 
that landed both thugs in prison 
while potentially putting himself— 
and his family and business—in the 
| crosshairs of what was, at the time, 


a violent killing machine. What 
they were doing was wrong, and 
Rouse decided that he was one 
Philadelphian who wouldn’t stand 
~ | for tradition. 


But it would be great exposure.” ~ 


Weather for Men: Sunless with Chance of Worms 


he Centers for Disease Control and Prevention—already walking the 

walk against global bioterrorism and chewing the chewing gum of 
deadly Oriental influenza—have taken the time to also consider the per- 
ils of going outside, particularly if you are of the Y-chromosomed type. 

A study presented last month reveals that men are Awice as likely as 
women to be killed by the weather. Taking into account the total number 
of fatalities by lightning, flood, tornado, landslide, puddle-drowning, and 
snowflake-asphyxiation, the trend towards masculinity was marked 
enough to gain entry into the vast databank of bureaucratic trivia that we 
call government science. And like all the best of this sort of knowledge, it 
is a pure statistic, unencumbered by explanation or practical use. 

However, the startling death rate by lightning strike alone—eighty- 
five percent of the victims are hombres—points to a hypothesis, based on 
folk-prejudice: Men spend more time outside, and are less inclined to 
come in out of the rain (this is also courtesy of the CDC). Believe it if you 
like—but it would be equally easy for the theologists among us to claim 
this study supports the bumper-sticker scripture that God is in fact a lady, 
and She is playing favorites. I will not twist the reader's arm towards any 
one conclusion; in America, one is free to speculate without impunity, and 
without the restraints of having too much information. But I will ask 
which gender is responsible for attaching the stigma to death by Nature in 
the first place. Keeping my sex as anonymous as my authorial identity, 1 
propose that there should be more honor in being snatched up young and 
vigorous by Mother Nature's executioner, than in wasting into debility, 
safe and sound in our storm shelters. # 


ow FIVE YEAR DIARY w#« 


who passed away last week at the | 


the Kimmel | 
South | 


| exchange for their blessings on his | 


defaced only hours earlier. The glass 
had been eaten away by a corrosive 
acid to form the word “HOT-, 
HEAD?” just above the door’s han- 
dle. 
prised to see this vandalism, 
though, as the same problem forced 
him to replace the $400 pane of 
glass three times in the last six 
months. 


Provenzano was not too sur- 


That same morning, windows on 
more than a dozen stores, restau- 
rants, galleries, and the Fox News 
office, were found defaced in the 
same way. The word “HOT- 
HEAD?’ was indelibly scrawled into 
each of them. 

Graffiti citywide is being reported 
at about the same rates this year as 
last year, according to Sergeant 
Roland Lee, spokesman for the 
Philadelphia Police Department. 
Old City, however, has had more 
than a threefold increase in report- 
ed incidents, especially costly tags 
etched in glass like 
Provenzano’s no 


surfaces 
With 


recourse from the city, 


door. 
victims’ 
storefronts continue to bear the 
vandals’ names until the owners can 
afford to replace the glass—a bill 
that can run into the hundreds or 
even thousands of dollars. The 
Philadelphia Anti-Graftiti Network 
(PAGN), which provides tree paint 
and high power washing to cover 
paint-based graffiti, does not allo- 
cate funds to deal with window 
etchings. 

Removing the corrosive gratfiti 
has proven impossible. “I tried 


everything,” Provenzano © said, 
pointing to a scratched inch of glass 
where he tried to sand away the let- 
ter Hi.” 

Vandals typically use a product 
available at art supply stores called 


Etch Bath, a 


designed for artists who want to 


corrosive acid 
etch decorative patterns into glass. 
A sixteen-ounce bottle of the prod- 
uct retails for about twenty dollars. 
Pearl Art & Craft Supplies, the 
largest supplier of the product in 
Center City, keeps Etch Bath 
locked in a glass case and only sells 
it to consumers age twenty-five 
years and up. 

When used for tagging windows, 
Etch Bath is generally poured into 
an empty canister of shoe polish 
which is then used like an oversized 
and extremely destructive magic 
marker. There is no easy way to 
mask the destruction, as Etch Bath 
eats away the glass rather than 
marking its surtace. Until an owner 
can afford to replace the glass, the 
tag will remain on the business 

“It’s a bitch, it’s terrible,” said Jett 
Glassberg, corresponding sceretary 


| of the Old City Civic Association, 


Two windows at Larry Becker 


ve JANUARY 4TH, 1960: Did a lot of ironing, 
Milly came home from the farm. Had argu- 
ment with Mummy and Daddy about job. 
Mr, Pablett came. He is such a nice man. He 
tried to help settle me. JANUARY 4711, 1961: 
Started going to first aid classes with Pat. 
JANUARY STH, 1960: Had my hair permed. 
Milly came up. We coooked our own dinner 
on gas stove, Daddy went to hospital Went 
with Milly to buy records, Visited Daddy. 
Came home. JANUARY 6TH, 1960; Shopped. 
Wrote to Harrods, Mummy half day. 1 
cooked lunch Went to see Daddy ... 


————LLKL_Ll——==—===———— 
WALLACE LANDSCAPING 


hanbwork ing will earth. 
att AST 10086. Mak for the Senlor Keiser 


SIDEWAYS DESIGN CO, 


We also dbo pamphlets, words, 


cotabogs, posters, &e. 
Call 215-151-1666. Ash for the Art Directs 


Contemporary Arts also bear tags etched in acid, one of which reads 
“HOTHEAD.” The windows cost more than $2,000 to replace 

Local authorities, said Becker, have not dealt adequately with the recent 
wave of vandalism, Like Provenzano, Becker has yet to replace his window 
and does not plan to do so until the neighborhood receives better late 
night protection, “There's activity on the street that happens after one 
o'clock that needs to be addressed by the police department.” Becker said 
funds for the policing program should come from Old City’s bars and 
nightclubs along Market, Second and Third streets, which stay open long 
after the neighborhood's galleries have locked up. 

The neighbors and police department, said Becker, “need to work on 
prevention before [the affected businesses] start putting up clean slates.” 

Lieutenant Louis Liberati of the Sixth Police District Police 
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The Prisoners at Camp Delta 


‘or the past eighteen months, the U.S. has 

been holding 680 prisoners at Camp 
Delta, a military base on Guantanamo Bay in 
Cuba. The men were captured by U.S. forces 
during the war in Afghanistan. Our govern- 
ment calls them hardcore terrorists, the most 
ferocious of the Taliban and al-Qaeda fighters, 
and has been holding them in six-by-eight foot 
outdoor pens. They are being held indefinitely, 
and have not been charged with any crime. At 
least three of them are not men at all, but chil- 
dren between the ages of thirteen and fifteen 
years old. 

The likely fate of these prisoners has long 
been known. They will appear before closed 
military tribunals, represented by U.S.- 
appointed lawyers sworn to secrecy. There will 


be no jury.and no appeal. There may not be any 


~~ public record of the charges or the verdicts. 

None of this is news, But after last month's 
remarks by U.S. Army Major General Geoffrey 
Miller that an on-site death chamber is “one of 
the plans” for Camp Delta's future, the obvious 
can no longer be denied. Men will be killed at 
Camp Delta, and no one outside the military 
need ever know. At the risk of sounding inflam- 
matory, we have no choice but to notice that if 
you capture, detain, and execute prisoners in 
secret, with no public oversight, you are run- 
ning a death camp. 

Here on the mainland, the death penalty 
remains on the books in thirty-eight states and 
is supported by a majority of Americans. But 
the death penalty exists only within a legal sys- 
tem full of checks and balances; trials, evidence, 
witnesses, a jury, retrials, and years and years of 
appeals, all conducted in public, accountable to 
all. Our government wishes to dispense with 
these quaint vestiges of justice by declaring a 
perpetual war. But by killing enemy soldiers 
who no longer pose a threat, it will be making 
the worst excesses of the battlefield into stan- 
dard operating procedure. 

Are the Camp Delta prisoners guilty of any 
crime beyond a reasonable doubt? Are they 
guilty of war crimes? We don’t need to go all the 
way to Cuba to learn the federal government's 
standards of proof and fair procedure. Early this 
month the Department of Justice released a 
report documenting the FBI’s confinement of 
762 foreigners in New Jersey and Brooklyn. 
These were not known al-Qaeda or Taliban 
soldiers, but foreign nationals who were picked 
up for suspected immigration violations follow- 
ing the September 11th attacks. Almost all 
were Muslims. The report states that the 
Department of Justice inspection team inter- 
viewed nineteen of the detainees at the 
Metropolitan Detention Center in Brooklyn in 
May 2002, and that all nineteen complained 
about physical or verbal abuse. The detainees 
told inspectors that guards called them “Bin 


Laden Junior,” saying “you're going to die here,” 
and “you will be here for twenty to twenty-five 
years like the Cuban people.” The report 
repeats allegations that prisoners were dragged 
out of vehicles and slammed against walls, some 
of which were confirmed by a corrections offi- 
cer under sworn affidavit. Allowed one tele- 
phone call for legal consultation each week and 
one visitor per month, some prisoners were 
kept locked down twenty-three hours a day 
under lights. In the end, 505 of the prisoners 
were deported. As of June 2, “only one of the 
762 has been publicly charged with a crime 
related to terrorism,” according to the 
Washington Post. One out of 762, and that’s for 
the FBI, operating on U.S. soil. All of a sudden, 
Mr. Rumsfeld’s claim that every single man and 
boy behind the Camp Delta fences is an al- 
Qaeda or Taliban capo seems less than airtight. 

.. After World War I, a multi-national tribu- 
nal tried twenty-four Nazis for war crimes at 
Nuremberg. Nine million people had been sys- 
tematically murdered, an act that required the 
direct assistance of thousands and the complic- 
ity of millions more. But among the Germans 
that survived the war, only twenty-four were 
tried at Nuremberg, twelve of whom were sen- 
tenced to death. These were two dozen of the 
most monstrous war criminals in human histo- 
ry, and even they were given public trials. The 
rest of the Nazis were accorded prisoner-of-war 
status and treated according to the Geneva 
Conventions. 

Now the Bush administration is preparing 
the option to kill hundreds of prisoners, in 
secret, after little more than a show trial. Even 
if the United States had run the Nuremberg tri- 
bunals single-handedly, German soldiers would 
never have faced such appalling treatment. But 
unlike the Nazis—our European brethren—al- 
Qaeda fighters have the misfortune of worship- 
ping an infidel deity. And they have brown 
skin, which has always been a liability when 
pleading the case for your own humanity to the 
U.S. government. 

Look at the Alien and Sedition Acts, Jim 
Crow and the Japanese internment camps. The 
United States government has never let com- 
mon sense and human decency get in the way 
of dealing with enemy aliens in our midst. Well, 
we're calling the Bush administration out. They 
are the alien enemies. We are calling their 
humanity into question. 

The administration used false information to 
justify the war in Iraq. But there is no set of facts, 
no doctored intelligence data, and no impulse for 
righteous vengeance that could ever excuse sum- 
marily executing unarmed prisoners. The admin- 
istration is openly considering killing people who 
no longer have the power to hurt us without giv- 
ing them a public trial. This would not be an act 
of war. It would be murder. 


FURTHER READING: 


For the Department of Justice report on the treatment of foreigners detained after the September 
11th attacks, visit http://www.usdoj.gov/oig/igwhnew1.htm. Look under the “Posted June 2” heading. 
For chief inspector Hans Blix’s most recent quarterly report to the United Nations Security 


Council, visit http://www.un.org/Depts/unmovic. Click on “Latest quarterly report.” 

For the full text of the Third Geneva Convention, an international agreement on the treatment of 
prisoners of war, visit http://www.globalissuesgroup.com/geneva/convention3.html. The U.S. ratified 
the Conventions in 1955. 


Clarification 


A story published in Issue Eight, Page Ten, entitled “Eight Worthy Things” by Lakshmi 
IndraSimhan, contained an incorrect version of the section on Raymond Pettibon. The correct 
version can be found in full on the opposite page, under the heading “Clarification.” 


THE INDEPENDENT is a permanent and accurate record of fact. If you are aware of any error in 
these pages, please notify the Publisher via telephone at 215-351-0777 without delay. 


HOW TO SUBMIT YOUR WORK 


NEws: We are not presently accepting unsolicited 
hard news writing or hard news pitches. If you know of 
something newsworthy that you would like to us to 
write about, send an email to tips@phindie.com. 


Essays, REPORTS, EXPERIMENTS & MISCELLANY: 
Write up a short proposal containing one or more arti- 
cle ideas and email it to writers@phindie.com, or mail it 
to the address on’the left. Please include your contact 
information, your resumé, and a sample of your work. 
The resumé can be as short as three sentences long, and 
the sample does not need to have been published. 


FICTION: We welcome unsolicited fiction. Email 
fiction@phindie.com, or mail your submission to the 
address on the left. Mark the envelope to the attention 
of Loren Hunt, Fiction Editor. 


PoETRY: We welcome unsolicited poetry. Email 

hindie.com or mail your submission to the 

address on the left. Mark the envelope to the attention 
of Molly Russakoff, Associate Editor. 


LETTERS: THE INDEPENDENT likes getting letters 
from its readers on any subject. Send your letter to edi- 
tors@phindie.com or mail it to the address on the left. 


GENERALLY: Here are some rough guidelines, 
which you should feel free to ignore if circumstances 
give you a reason to do so. We generally like to run: 
Writing that could never appear anywhere else. Writing 
that shows evidence of serious effort and research. 
Writing that is concerned with particular events, per- 
sons and places. Writing that poses a challenge in terms 
of categorization and presentation. Writing that does 
not take place in and is not concerned with present-day 
Center City Philadelphia. Writing that would appear in 
The Camden Independent, The Omaha Independent, The 
Brooklyn Independent, The Paris Independent, The 
Jerusalem Independent or The Arctic Ocean Independent, if 
such newspapers existed. Reviews of works, items or 
experiences that are difficult or impossible to obtain. 
Writing that does not remind us in content (very 
important) or form (somewhat less important) of stuff 
we've already run. Writing from abroad. Writing that 
assumes a clear and consistent attitude towards its sub- 
ject. Writing about any worthy subject that has never 
before been written about. 

There is one type of project that we always, always 
like to see: Find a book, a play, a publication, a band, a 
restaurant, a bodega, a park, a person, or anything else 
that’s in Philadelphia, that’s never before been written 
about, ever, and that you're excited about, and be the 
very first person to explain in print exactly what makes 
this thing so great. 


REGARDING THE FirsT PERSON: Unless we would 
send a reporter out to write about you, or you are an 
expert writing about your field of expertise, we do not 
recommend that you submit your writings on yourself. 


PLEASE BE PATIENT WITH US: We are few, and per- 
petually behind. If you're mad, please write us an email 
and say so. Even better, email us and tell us to hurry up 
before you get mad. 


CIRCULATION INFORMATION 


If you are interested in carrying THE 
PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT in your store, please 
send-an-email to cire@phindie.com or telephone. 215- 
351-0777. Our terms are just. 

THE INDEPENDENT is sold at the following loca- 
tions. Boldface type denotes a new addition. 


PHILADELPHIA. Price: Fifty Cents 


EssENE - 719 S. 4th Street 
GREASYWAITRESS VINTAGE — 3rd & Bainbridge 
Dave's FAMous DE - 4th & Bainbri 
Dietz Hats - 820 South Street 

MARATHON GRILL ~ 2 Commerce Square 
MARATHON GRILL - 1818 Market St. 
MARATHON GRILL — Suburban Station 
MARATHON GRILL — 1339 Chestnut 
MINIsTRY OF INFORMATION — 447 Poplar St. 
Rar PAck CAFE -— 985 Locust St. 

514 Books — 514 Bainbridge St. 
AFTERWORDS — 218 S. 12th St. 

AKA Music -7 N. 2nd St. 

AMERICAN MorTALs — 729 Walnut St. 
Bic JAR Books - 55 N. 2nd St. 

Book CorNER - 311 N. 20th St. 
BOOKHAVEN — 2202 Fairmount Ave. 

THE Book TRADER — 501 South St. 

CAFE BELLA VISTA — 620 S. 9th St. 

CaF LUTECIA - 2301 Lombard St. 

THE GREEN LINE CAFE — 4329 Baltimore Ave. 
HOPE ON 7TH — 701 Bainbridge St. 

' HOUusE OF Our Own - 3920 Spruce St. 
INFUSION — 7133 Germantown Ave. 
LATTE LOUNGE - 816 N. 4th St. 

MOLLy’s BOOKSTORE — 1010 S. 9th St. 
PetiT 4 Pastry STupio - 160 N. 3rd St. 
PHILADELPHIA JAVA Co. - 514 4th St. 
PIGEON PUBLISHING - 307 Market St. 
Rat Pack CaFEé ~ 631 N. 3rd St. 
R.E.Loap / SkaTE NERD — 142 N. 2nd St. 
RoBIN’s BOOKSTORE — 108 S, 13th St. 
SALSOLITO — 602 South St. 

SAm’s PLACE — 405 S. 45th St. 

SODAFINE / VAGABOND ~ 37 N. 3rd St. 
SPACE 1026 - 1026 Arch St. 

SPACEBOY Music — 409 South St. 

THE Last WorD BooxsHop- 3925 Walnut St. 
TIN MAN ALLEY ~ 608 N. 2nd St. 
WOOobEN SHOE Books ~ 508 S. Sth St. 
Worps & WHIMsy — 1904 South St. 


& from our fleet of news-boxes 
PENNSYLVANIA. Price; One Dollar 


Hatboro, Apsy’s BOOKCASE - 291 County Line Road 
Hatboro: MAIN STREET RECORDS — 11 S. York Road 
Doylestown: DoYLestowN BOOksHOP — 16 S. Main 
Doylestown: CYBORG ONE Comics - 5 S. Main 
Doylestown: SiREN RECORDS - 25 W. State 

New Hope. FARLEY’s BooxsHop - 44 S. Main 


BROOKLYN. Price: One Dollar 
CLovis PRESS - 229 Bedford Ave. 


SPOONBILL & SUGARTOWN - 218 Bedford Ave. 


CHICAGO. Price: One Dollar 
QuiImBy’s - 1854 North Ave. 


BALTIMORE. Price: One Dollar 
ATOMIC BOOKS - 1100 W, 36th Street 


We presently engage in limited distribution to 
Portland, Los Angeles, Boston, Richmond and 
Washington, D.C as well. If you know of a store in 
either city that would like to become one of our distrib- 
utors, please get in touch. If you live in either city and 
would like to help us with national circulation, please 
get in touch. 


ADVERTISING INFORMATION 


We sell ads. They start at $80.00. For a media kit, 


send an email to ads@phindie.com, we 


LETTERS TO THE EDITOR 


Tell us what you think about this 


, or anything herein. 


newspaper 
Aetters@phindie.com & 307 Market St., 2nd Floor, Phila., Penna 19106 


RE: ON VOTING 


DEAR PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT, 

I read your editorial in the May 2003 issue 
encouraging Philadelphians to get out and vote 
in the primary. Yours was not the only paper to 
make the age-old pitch, to say the least. But 
when the day came, less than half of those eli- 
gible availed themselves of the ritual. I hope 
that your wonderful paper is the place to con- 
sider the lesson learned, with a positive view of 
the non-voting citizen. 

You suggest that when almost everyone fails 
to turn out for elections, their reasons amount 
to nothing better than laziness, apathy, and the 
cynical bitterness of a defeated radical, railing 
endlessly into his beer at a gin-mill. However, 
there’s an enormous number of people who are 
intensely involved in local communities; who 
are extremely concerned with world affairs, but 
who would sooner eat road-kill than vote for a 
politician. Their reasons derive both from the 
failures of government and the availability of 
better approaches to civic life. Citizen non- 
voters wish not to subscribe to a political sys- 
tem that never has, and never shall empower 
anyone like themselves. Experience has shown 
them that one builds a community with one’s 
own hands. For example, we can establish 
cooperative homes, farms and businesses, 
rather than letting our lives serve to profit oth- 
ers. We can organize around neighborhood or 
workplace issues on a task-force basis and 
implement solutions directly, rather than wait- 
ing for some suit to consider what’s in it for 
them. 

Very few people are so naive as to think the 
system isn't filthy with corruption. In an 
attempt to inoculate us against this dilemma, 
we are deluged with get-out-the-vote propa- 
ganda every year. All citizens, wealthy or poor, 
know they’re being lied to, being swindled, 
being forced to pay for things they don't want, 
forced to do all the wrong things. Voters 
choose the politician who they think will do 
the least damage, or who will do the same 
damage but not make such a vulgar spectacle of 
it. Elected officials are useful on the local level 
only to those who are already empowered by 
money and property, whether it’s their own or 
controlled through an organization. On the 
level of state or federal government, there’s no 
one out there who's listening to the working 
citizen: What could be more plain? 

The faithful voter may hold onto the idea 
that when they cast a ballot, they have exam- 
ined all the realistic options for improving the 
city, state, or nation; that they have chosen the 
leader whose views are closest to their own. 
Actually, they have looked at the debate 
between two factions of very wealthy citizens 
whose fellows happen to control almost all of 
the media through which they can tune in on 
the debate. They might think themselves for- 
tunate if they're allowed to register where they 
happen to live, and after casting the vote, it’s 
another lucky turn if the ballot isn’t tossed in 
the garbage by employees of one candidate,s 
brother. After the election, the voter has no 
authority over the person they just elected. We 
are told that we can “vote ‘em right back out,” 
but this is not a meaningful form of redress, 
even in cases where it’s possible. 

Even if the divide of wealth and power were 
not so wide between people like myself and 
those who seek my vote; even if there were a 
broad and politically diverse debate on visions 
for the future before each election, and even if 
this country wasn’t controlled by a power- 
drunk, bloodthirsty, imbecile monster who 
cheated on his last election and will probably 
cheat again—even then, there would still be 
another problem in voting. Choosing an exec- 
utive means that many people surrender 
authority to one person. The ballot is a con- 
tract that states, “On my authority and with my 
money, you may throw me into poverty, you may 
rob and kill anyone, anywhere; you may destroy 
the earth itself; you may authorize global corpora- 
tions to rob and enslave at will, without my 
knowledge or consent. And if the other candidate 
wins (who I'm not voting for) they can do all this, 
Just the same.” 

The “right” to vote didn't quite free African- 
Americans from slavery. The right was denied 
for another hundred years after they had it on 
paper, and since then they have been just as 
poorly served by suffrage as whites. Similarly, 
women’s suffrage made no more difference to 
women than it did to men before them. 
Throughout history, striking workers have put 
food in their own mouths, mostly in spite of 
the efforts of elected leaders, who almost 
always take the side of employers. If your 
neighborhood is well-organized, its troubles 
will be addressed intelligently, and if it isn't, 
you'll serve as host to the new toxic-waste 
dump. 

Registering to vote also places a person on 
the radar of the government. The driver's 
licence must state one’s actual residence, rather 
than a place that makes better sense. Then 
you're called for jury duty, and commanded by 
a judge (perhaps the worst criminal in the 
room) to transgress your conscience outright, 
or decide someone's fate without knowing half 
the available information on the case. Jury 


selection is, like voting, another grand farce, 
and most citizens want no part of it either. And 
then it goes on and on, until every detail of 
your life can be traced by your dear, elected 
leader—and by whomever he sells your infor- 
mation to. Along the way, one often realizes 
that whatever the government wants to know 
is none of its damned business. 

When the voter-pool drops from half of the 
citizens to none and we are not distracted from 
civic activity by the rituals of a sham democra- 
cy, we'll have taken a positive step. When we 
all take ownership of ourselves and take direct 
responsibility for our lives, that’s when we can 
build a just and decent world. 

Sincerely, 
ROBERT P. HELMS 
GERMANTOWN 


Mark Lotto, Associate Editor, Responds: 


DEAR Mr. HELMs, 

Thank you for your letter on our “On 
Voting” editorial from Issue Eight. We at THE 
INDEPENDENT are all pleased to no end to 
learn that people actually read what is pub- 
lished here, and care enough to get back to us. 
I for one feel tremendous empathy for your 
position, and am similarly pained by the con- 
tradictions and built-in hypocrisies of 
American political life. In general, I agree with 
you wholeheartedly that real political action 
comes at the community level, and not from 
elected officials. But your critique contains a 
few points which I feel compelled to dispute. 

First, the argument that there is no differ- 
ence between Democrats and Republicans has 
been proven baseless and dangerous these past 
three years. Yes, both parties are equally sullied 
by money and corruption, but an activist con- 
servative government is, as we speak, aggres- 
sively remaking the country and the world in 
its desired image. And the results are ugly, ter- 
rifying. The far right has understood the 
potency of the government they hate for some 
time, but instead of rejecting the Republican 
Party, they have burrowed down into the cen- 
ter of it. The Democratic Party is weakened 
and impoverished of ideas because its truest 
believers, its fanatics, have rejected, abandoned 
and disdained it. 

Second, your penultimate paragraph pre- 
scribes that we should retire to small, discrete 
communities of like-minded people, as nation- 


. states are good only for taxing and. -police 


duties. There are few more vital and persistent 
strains of thought in the history of the 
American dreamer than this one, but, sadly 
perhaps, it has failed over many centuries to 
prove a sustainable option. Again though, you 
are absolutely right to value civic activity and 
community service: there is, in this world, not 
nearly enough. We must take upon ourselves 
the responsibility to better the life of our 
neighbor. Religious institutions do this as mat- 
ter of course. Someone's mom gets sick and all 
of a sudden there are a hundred lasagnas at 
their door. That’s how it starts: lasagna. 
Secular communities need to institutionalize 
generous lasagna-giving. 

You suggest that the political enfranchise- 
ment of women and minorities has done little 
to improve their lives. Could that really be 
true? Would you rather that the right to vote 
had never been extended to them, or that they 
had turned it down entirely? While I agree 
with you that the corruption of the political 
system has counterbalanced the extension of 
voting rights, for better or worse—often 
worse—we are bound to that rotten system, 
and it is a more terrible bondage to be exclud- 
ed from it entirely. The civil rights and equal 
rights struggles have not come to an end yet, 
but they have progressed and advanced, and 
they continue. The right to vote remains a 
milestone of that struggle, marking the 
moment when candidates had to listen to cit- 
izens who they might have once considered 
their inferiors. 

The most personal issue for me remains the 
question of refusal. It does indeed seem to be 
our sanest option. To find a forceful furious 
condemning silence. Dwight McDonald 
applauded scientists who refused to participate 
in the creation of the atomic bomb, saying that 
negativism might be our best and only hope. 
But at a certain point, negative refusal can sim- 
ply become practical surrender, the act of 
protest that informs your abstention from vot- 
ing becoming indistinguishable from the lazi- 
ness and indifference that drives others. 

Next year we will participate in what will 
surely be one of the most vital presidential con- 
tests in American history. It’s a terrifying polit- 
ical period for these United States, but at stake 
are the very real prospects of continued war, 
death, and a dangerously constrained society. 
Both options for president will not, in fact, be 
equally deplorable; one will be George W. 
Bush and one will not, and removing our cur- 
rent President from office is an immediate 
necessity. 

Sincerely, 
MARK Lotto 
Los ANGELES, Ca. 


Editors Note: We invite Mr. Helms and anyone 


else to respond to Mark Lotto’ letter and continue , 


this discussion on voting. 


THE FARM SYSTEM 


PERL RE RE RE RE RE RE 


Under the lights of Holman Stadium in 
Nashua, New Hampshire, home of the now- 
defunct Nashua Pirates, the air was thick and 
moist. It had rained all day, but by late after- 
noon the rain clouds passed, unleashing the 
late-August heat. A slow moving haze, illumi- 
nated by the lights, drifted above. Shouts and 
profanities could be heard with remarkable 
clarity from the city drunks crowded in the 
shadows under the overhang of the upper 
grandstands. 

American Legion Post 100 had finally made 
the N.H. Legion playoffs after fifty years of 
arduous existence. The veterans of Post 100 too 
were heavy drinkers, but their baseball team 
kept them sober twice a week during the sum- 
mer months. They looked on stoically from the 
row of seats just above our dugout. Watching 
the boys from town play the game they loved 
offered the aging vets a sense of quiet content- 
ment that seemed to escape them at every turn. 
In my town, baseball was supported by the lost 
hopes and rambunctious politics of old vets 
and our over-zealous fathers. 

I was just outside the dugout limbering up 
with my bat talking to Brian, my best friend, 
about hitting. Perfecting this elusive science 
had been our life’s ambition since our first 
meeting ten years before on the dusty dia- 
monds of Shedd Park. Putting a bat, three- 
inches in diameter at its widest point, to some- 
thing the size of an apple traveling at eighty- 
eight miles per hour is a miracle of physics. 
That summer more than any other, I had bro- 
ken the code. The ball looked like a swollen 
cantaloupe as it traveled down the sixty-foot 
stretch from the pitchers fingers toward the 
plate. 

Brian and I chattered excitedly. We were in a 
pro ballpark, it was dark out, and the lights 
were on. The field was soggy, but well main- 
tained, and the diamond was freshly groomed. 
This was as close as any of us would get to liv- 
ing our childhood dream. 

Back in 1981, as the yellow dust of pollen 
spread over baseball diamonds throughout 
New Hampshire, Brian and I began building 
an identity around baseball. The scent of 
spring became an addiction. Summers were 
spent playing pick-up games in back yards fol- 
lowed by three-hour sessions of baseball card 
trading. On occasion, these negotiations erupt- 
ed into heated arguments, and on a rare occa- 
sion, into pushing and shoving. We wrangled 
with our parents to let us stay up past our bed- 
time to watch the Red Sox, or catch a glimpse 

of the Braves on TBS. Growing up with the 
stodginess of the American League and the 
Boston Red Sox, we were fascinated by the 
exotic and cursory world of National League 
baseball Ted Turner piped into our televisions. 

In our town most guys obsessed over cars and 
heavy-metal music. Brian and I were part of a 
group of nine that dedicated their youth to 
baseball. In the winter, you could find us in the 
bland gymnasium of our high school swatting 
pitches launched from a pitching machine 
named “Juggs.” In the spring we played for 
both the Babe Ruth League and the high 
school. In the summer we moved to the 
Legion's team. Our parents said baseball kept 
us out of trouble. We thought we were heroes. 

Brian and I, after ten springs and summers in 
the game, had long been whisked away by the 
dream of playing big-league baseball, a dream 
that captivated boys for an entire century and 
captivates them still. Baseball defined the 
meaning of our childhood and adolescent 
years. We were kept awake at night thinking 
about our chances and whether we were good 
enough. Our dream was within reach as we 
jogged out to our positions under the bright 
lights of Holman Stadium on that balmy sum- 
mer night. 

The game finally started, and then dragged 
on for three uneventful hours. 

Our team was hitless and down 1-0 through 
eight. On the mound for Hollis was a tall, 
lanky kid named Harley who threw fire. After 
eight innings of work his fastball still topped 
out at ninety-one miles per hour, He looked as 
awkward as an ostrich, but when he let go ot 
the ball it disintegrated and then reappeared as 
it snapped in the catcher’s mitt. 

Brian finally broke the silence in the ninth as 
he splayed a pitch over the head of the back- 
pedaling second baseman. Jimmy Gianusso 
bunted. Despite being twenty pounds over 
weight, he beat the throw to first. There was 
one out as a skinny, scraggly-haired kid name 
Kevin Moroney stepped into the batter's box. 
Up next, I stepped up from the dugout and 
walked to the on-deck circle, Just as soon as | 
could take my first warm-up swing, Kevin was 
hauling back; he looked at three fastballs that 
hit for strikes. Before I made my way to the 
plate, I glanced up at the Legionnaires. They 
looked frail, wasted by memories and drink. 

Harley came right at me. He threw two fast- 
balls dangerously close to my chin; he thought 
I was crowding the plate. I stood firm. The 
next one left his hand and came straight down 
the middle. | brought the bat down from my 
shoulder like an ax and connected as my wrists 
snapped through the swing. The outfielders 
collapsed into the right-center gap as the ball 
sailed into the wall. Brian and Jimmy came 
around representing the equalizer and game 
winner. Our win meant at least one more 
game. As I walked off the field I glanced at the 
faces I had played with all of my lite and real 
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_ ized that for many, their games were num- 
bered. This was our last year for both Legion 
and Babe Ruth eligibility, and high school was 
over. 


We plummeted back to Earth in the next _ 


game against Farmington, losing 13-2. Two 
“ weeks later I received an invitation to try out 
~ for ‘the team at the University of New 
‘’ Hampshire. 
~ That fall I went off to college to play, but got 
2 cut in the third round of tryouts. I looked like 
the runt of a litter as the team ran laps along 
© the stadium walls. Giant, bulky guys with star- 
> ry smiles out-threw, out-hit and out-played 
+ me. Instead of toothless drunks in the stands 
* looking on, there were middle-aged men in 
suits with keen eyes. 
- When I got my chance in the batter’s box, 
*. my swings connected only with the smoke- 
© trails left by fastballs and the afterimages of 
© curveballs thrown by the best pitchers in the 
~ state. The fading moments of my baseball 
* career culminated with a cracked rib and 
bloody lip as I tried to run over a 64, 260 Ib. 
catcher in a showdown at the plate. I got up, 
~ spit some blood and kicked some dirt, but con- 
tinued to play. 
As I walked off the field that day, the coach 
* came up and delivered the tough message. His 
words were quick and curt: “This is where it 
1 ends, Gary.” His eyes never met with mine. 
And he walked away briskly. No doubt dis- 
patching the under-qualified was something he 
* had to do every year. He must have realized 
that “quick and painless” was the best way. For 
guys like me, he was confirming what was 
already understood. Offering anything more, 
words of encouragement, would only prolong 
~ the illusion. 

For some weeks I continued to go to the sta- 
© dium and sit in the stands with my glove and 
* bat, watching the team practice. While the 
> coach hit lazy fly balls to the guys who made 

the cut, I came to understand, to a small 
» degree, the hardened expressions and shattered 
« hopes of the Legionnaires that sat in the front 
row at Holman Stadium. For the first time in 
' my life I didn’t have a place on the field. I 
found out later that Brian, who went to a 
school in Kansas, was red-shirted, but didn’t 
~ get to play one inning the entire season. 
* Shortly after, he put down his bat and picked 
- up his books. And eventually, I did too. On a 
’s weekend later that year, I went home and 
= nailed my cleats to a tree in the back yard and 
dispatched my bat to its eternal resting place in 


the garage. 
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GARY LARGE 
PISTOLERO8O@HOTMAIL.COM 


RERERERERERERERE 
ty sexys! THE Pursuit OF HAPPINESS. 
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~ PosTeD: SaT May 31, 2003 11:26 AM 
» POST SUBJECT: LET ME TELL YOU ABOUT 
CORPORATE WORK 
© Lused to not do it. I was poor and had crap- 
py jobs and no money and life sucked. 
» Then I did a lot of it. 
Now I have plenty of money, no job and get 
© todo WHATEVER I WANT TO ALL THE 
TIME. EVERY DAY. 
I mean ... if I want to go to the airport and 
~ fly to Paris or Tokyo RIGHT NOW I can do 
it. If | want to go buy a brand new car, I can. If 
" I want to take my girlfriend to the beach for a 
« week I can. If I want to draw all day I can, and 
= then go have a nice dinner. Every day. 


Why? 

Because I don't turn down any clients based 
* on politics. 
* Am I sold out? Am I unhappy? Am I con- 
» trolled? 


4 Nope. 
' KOZIKk 


SEND IN THE CLOWNS 


POORER RE ERE EGE 


In the year 1192, the Crusading forces that 
« ruled the Latin Kingdom of Jerusalem were 
' stunned by a spectacular political assassination. 
‘A radical Islamic sect called the Assassins 
'. struck down Conrad of Montferrat, King of 
? the Christian Holy Land. The German chron- 
« icler Arnold of Lubeck faithfully recorded the 
mixture of myths and hearsay available about 
the Assassins at the time. Their leader “entices 
them in a strange manner with such hopes and 
- with promises of such pleasures with eternal 
/ enjoyment, that they prefer rather to die than 
to live.” The sect, from which we derive the 
~ English word “assassin,” is described by schol- 
+ ar Bernard Lewis as “the first terrorists.” 
Without regard to their own safety or Islamic 
° law, the Assassins targeted Muslim princes 
! with their characteristic daggers, displaying a 
+ suicidal devotion to their leader, the Old Man 
' of the Mountain. 
The only Christian groups that were able to 
_ subdue the Assassins were the Knights 
Templar and the Hospitallers, groups whose 
intense loyalty and fearlessness of death made 
' them largely resistant to attack by assassina- 
» tion. If one Templar died, another would sim- 
‘ply take his place; the structure could not be 
+ broken down by killing the leaders. In the end, 
the Assassins saw little point in wasting their 
* men fighting such an organization. The 
‘ Templar story has its own myths, including 
* disgusting secret rituals in which members 
were reputed to spit on the crucifix, or quite lit- 
erally kiss their comrades’ asses. This might be 


fiction concocted later when the Templars 
themselves came under persecution in France, 
but Templar fearlessness in the face of pain and 
death is not questioned. ; 

The world needs such men to fight Al Qaeda 
—men who are just as sick as they are, if not 
sicker—and this brings me to the Jackasses. 
Now I recognize that there might be a slight 
mental leap between fanatical Christian war- 
riors from the Middle Ages and that rag-tag 
band of pain-seeking weirdos led by Johnny 
Knoxville into eating urine snow-cones and 
snorting wasabi on camera for MTV films. But 
after giving the matter some consideration, I 
have become convinced that the Jackasses 
would make an ideal rapid-reaction counter- 
terrorist force of Templaresque proportions. 
Here is my rationale: p 

No one would suspect the Jackasses of being U.S. 
government forces. The Jackasses are impossible 
to take seriously, and that is precisely what 
would make them so effective. They could 
penetrate and compromise Al Qaeda forces 
without anyone ever believing that they were 
spies. They could pass any loyalty test, includ- 
ing beatings, jumping into spinning ceiling 
fans, or immersion in sewage, without batting 
an eye. A Jackass, unlike any “normal” member 
of society, could be accepted into the Al Qaeda 
fold. At first they might be considered as a 
mascot, then later accepted as a confidant or 


-potential ringleader for American missions. 


They could become, therefore, thie ultimate 
moles. 


Jackasses are immune to torture. In fact, they 


actually like being tortured. I mean, these guys 
think that electric shocks are fun, so what 
could the enemy do to them? If they are will- 
ing to be shot with “less lethal” ammo for 
money or fame alone, just imagine the 
uncrackable morale of a Jackass Unit dedicated 
to the nation’s top security priorities. Talk 
about an untapped asset. 

Jackasses are unpredictable. Dealing with 
Jackasses would be highly confusing to the 
enemy. They would wreak havoc on the 
enemy's rear, as it were. Who could predict 
when a Jackass might appear for explosives 
training in a panda suit, or suddenly take off all 
their clothes and start dancing in a thong dur- 
ing the middle of a mission? If Jackasses ini- 
tially penetrated Al Qaeda, Jackassitude might 
prove contagious. Raw recruits might become 
suddenly interested in shooting bottle rockets 
out of their crotches, or punching each other 
for no apparent reason, or testing each other by 
letting crocodiles bite their nipples. Al Qaeda 
might collapse internally if Jackassitude took 
root in the ranks. 

Jackasses have great propaganda value. It might 
disconcert conservative cultural critics to assert 


beam into-every home:in the Middle East on 
Al Jazeera. But the plain fact is that we would 
really be in business if we could convince Al 
Qaeda that every American is a Jackass. If this 
seems counterintuitive, bear with me. Al 
Qaeda thinks they can win through terrorism 
because Americans are soft, cowardly, and love 
life. If we are afraid of pain and death, we will 
give in to their demands. It would be ideal for 
us, therefore, if Al Qaeda came to believe that 
Americans are borderline lunatics who seek 
rather than avoid pain. The Jackasses would 
scare the hell out of them, and quite possibly 
ruin their entire political philosophy. 

I therefore propose that we get Osama bin 
Laden a copy of Jackass: The Movie as quickly 
as possible, now that it is out on video. In the 
“Wasabi Snooters” episode, Steve-O snorts a 
line of Japanese mustard sauce, holds down his 
gag reflex, and then snorts another before 
vomiting. If he didn’t give up the ghost on the 
spot, bin Laden would be terrified to note not 
only Steve-O’s iron will, but also the fact that 
Steve-O will not stop snorting wasabi until he 
pukes. His mission, in other words, is not mere- 
ly to endure pain, but in fact to heap on the 
agony until it can no longer be endured. That’s 
pure Knights Templarship in my view. This is 
precisely the kind of leadership this country 
needs right now. Eliminate Steve-O, and 
legions of Jackasses clamor for the chance to 
take his place on the front lines of the terror 
war. We have to change how the world under- 
stands Our secret 
weapon may not be a return to conservative 
values after all, but perhaps a descent into 
decadence so extreme that it will terrify the 
terrorists into steering clear of us altogether. 

J.M. TYREE 
New York, NEW YORK 


American decadence. 


ROR GRE GOL BL GOL BOE BRE, 
RE: “City oF WIDE OPEN SPACES” 


ROLE RE GL RE BRL RE BE 


To THE Epirors: 

What will a new stadium and the new inter- 
national terminal at the Airport cost our 
neighborhoods? Along Front street, just north 
of Girard Avenue, a six-acre parcel sits lan- 
guishing,’ beside SEPTA’s new Berks station. 
The site was once a bustling Pennsylvania 
Railroad station, and freight hub, as well as the 
coal yards where many Fishtowners got coal to 
heat their homes. My late father told tales of 
trekking down to Newt's to get coal for the 
“bucket-a-day” stove, likely a Franklin Stove. 
Now, this once valuable parcel sits vacant and 
unused, except by miscreants spreading who 
knows what manner of foul disease, and excre- 
ment, condoms and needles, Clearly, a wide 
open space calling for redemption. 

The wide open spaces in Logan, much like 


yur} Fe | Fee iS co i 
the Navy yard, are much talked about with lit- 


~~ After the War, Against the War : 


tle action going on. If ever a community need- 
“ed, or deserved redemption in the shape of 
development of its wide open spaces, it's 
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Logan, a neighborhood once rich in architec- 


ture and with some of the most stately homes 
just this side of Chestnut Hill. Now, just men- 
tion “T live in Logan” and immediately people 
ask "Oh, is your house sinking?”. Enough 
already! 

It's time for a comprehensive plan for open 
space development in the city of Philadelphia. 
And, that plan is not Mayor Street’s 
Neighborhood Transformation Initiative. 

Let's demand that our elected representatives 
consider the community's input when they are 
planning for development of these spaces. 
Don't sell out to the highest bidder or the guy 
whose idea impresses you the most, or who can 
give your campaign fund the biggest bang for 
the buck. Maintain the integrity of the office 
you were entrusted. 

D. MICHAEL BLACKIE 
LOGAN 


RE: “DisPATCH FROM HAVANA” 


RERERERERERERERSE 


TO THE EpiTors: 

I'd heard of the executions in Cuba, but was 
unaware of the U.S. role in them till I saw the 
headline in your paper. 

I'm reminded of something similar that hap- 
pened to former Soviet dissident Anatoly 
Scharansky, whom the authorities imprisoned 
as a spy for the U.S. without any hard evidence. 

Sincerely, 
Eric HAMELL 


n” Speculation ~ 


the wawa report 


We have noted the following prices for single 
cylindrical Tootsie Rolls at the following 
WAWA locations in early June, 2003: 

Headhouse: Five cents. Jefferson on Walnut: 
Ten cents. Chinatown: Fifteen cents. 

We would like to know whether this is the 
only time a U.S. firm has sold the same com- 
modity at a 300 percent price differential in the 
same place at the same time. We invite our read- 
ers to investigate and send in your findings. « 


CLARIFICATION 


RAYMOND PETTIBON 
This former record sleeve designer (Black 


uréots:las.a:So-Cab antic cultifigure: to becaime 
among” the most~ important - modern artists 
today. Raymond Pettibon’s show in’ January at 
David Zwirner in Chelsea, culminated in a 
sheer mass of voyeurism and journeyed dis- 
tance. His pairing of drawings and lithographs 
with obtuse quotations of everyone from 
Henry James to Micky Spillane have a textual 
heavy handedness that at once robs the words 
of their steam and imparts on them a level of 
mysterious meaning. There is an inconsistency 
in the quality of his graphic technique; some 
drawings look like amateur diagrams on old 
west posters, others are sensuous and lush, dis- 
playing a deft and subtle hand, others are as flat 
and listless as if pulled from the pages of a 
Lichtenstein book, while still others resonate 
with an adolescent punk rock ethic as in one 
piece which features a scowling Jesus crushing 
a serpent, with the caption, "Don’t fuck with 
the apocalypse". Of the hundreds of drawings 


on view here some are ponderous or narrative- 


je Sonic Youth) has travelled far from his 


ly dense. Others express all the taut and lurid | 


realism of WeeGee photographs. Some are 
almost comforting in their charming simplici- 
ty as if the viewer too may rest when Pettibon 
gives himself a break from his fixations. In see- 
ing this show I felt much as I did in June at the 
Charles LeDray exhibit at the ICA. LeDray 
had created hundreds of miniature objects and 
spread them across the floor in a manner that 
suggested they had been rescued after an exo- 
dus or genocide of Littles. Through the con- 
struction and repetition of objects along the 
floor (intricately wrought miniature shoes, 
jackets, magazines, vases made of human bone) 
LeDray succeeded in creating a materialist 
reality in which every detail matters, where 
despite the size, the things were real objects 


with real uses. His work draws the viewer into 


the tragedy of believing this massively intricate 
lie while also enjoying his position as purveyor 
in this market of emotive minutia. Pettibon’s 
seeming refusal to self-edit too creates an emo- 
tional and allusive world through both image 
and text that are, as in real life, filled with the 
subtle and outrageous. Similarly, in the water- 
colour drawings of the equally prolific Marcel 
Dzama, (who is interestingly, also represented 
by David Zwirner), verbal and visual dialogues 
between personages (tree people, prone secre- 
taries, frog boys, mutilators, masked animals) 
arise without obvious narrative thread or con- 
text though the drawings radiate with the 
innocence, idiosyncratic humour and impene- 
trable sadness of folkloric illustration. Not so 
much surrealistic as fantastical, his characters 
inhabit a world that is both nostalgic and 
futuristic, a Narnia of abbreviated encounters 
that apparently come and go into nowhere. 
Like Pettibon, the supposed simplicity of 
Dzama’s technique does not mask his enviable 
imagination, nor his encyclopaedic knowledge, 
or even the rueful fun of what they do. # 


PAGE 3 


from Wak, page 1 


anarchy, somehow there still remains to be 
found the vast stockpiles of illegal weapons. 
The documentation of Iraq’s nuclear capability 
had already been discovered to be the fabrica- 
tion of an as-yet unidentified Western intelli- 
gence service; and most of us cynics simply 
expected Mr. Rumsfeld of the War © 
Department to invent the other weapons of 
mass destruction, if they could not find them 
in the ruins of Iraq. Even this has not hap- 
pened. And so, without even a proper cover-up 
in place, it is all too evident that nobody upon 
nobody had a plan for actually winning this 
war. Instead, the newspaper editorial pages are 
heavy with apologetic rationales, the: general 
sentiment being that even if no weapons are 
ever found, the war will have been worth it 
anyway, just to have got rid of Saddam 
Hussein. Remember this strategy in your own 
homicide defense—if you can find a gross 
enough flaw in the character of your victim, 
then your annihilation of that person can be 
forgiven, even if your initial complaint against 
him is fallacious or fantastic. As President 
Kennedy has proven to be a rogue, let us also 
pardon Mr. Oswald. 

The terrorists are at large, and indeed, 
incensed. Mr. Hussein is unaccounted for, and 
the entire premise of the conflict seems dubi- 
ous. Iraqi citizens have turned on one another, ; 
clamoring for political power and _ priceless 
artifacts, and every peacock in the Middle East 
has his tail on display, ready to peck out the 
eyes of the next fellow over, who wishes to keep 
him from enjoying the prize. Remember those 
hooded anarchists at the anti-war rallies; it 
turns out they have got what they wanted after 
all. Who knew Mr. Bush was a member of the 
Black Bloc? 

And in the meantime, the most dire predic- 
tions of the war's effect on these United States 
have come perfectly into being. Tens of thou- 
sands of jobs have evaporated since Ted Koppel 
first awoke on the wrong side of the Kuwaiti 
border. The Congress has approved a tax break 
only valid for millionaires, hoping everybody 
else has forgotten how gravely Mr. Reagan's 


| trickle-down policy failed us twenty years ago. 


And the Situation Room is abuzz with new 
war plans, for new countries, waiting for the 
moment when the elections loom, and the 
Democrats cower once again from their obliga- 
tion of opposition. Yet the very foot-soldiers of 
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“Reported Graffiti 


that opposition seem to be shrugging off the - 
last year’s worth of effort as a youthful folly, © 


and quietly searching for other faults in the 
polished monolith of Compassionate 
Conservatism. 

The faults of the incumbent powers are obvi- 
ous, and too numerous to list for the reams of 
paper which would be required, and the 
amount of pessimism such a project would 
engender in this author's weary heart. The 
nepotism and corruption continue, the inhu- 
mane climate of fear is carefully maintained, 
and the nation is continually and brutally mis- 
handled. But the greater crime is the impo- 


~ tence of the opposition in the midst of all this 


fodder for it. The apologetic tone of the edito- 
rialists; the prompt silence of the people, gen- 
erally, who had just recently made such a mar- 
velous clamor for the first time in a generation; 
and the cowardly campaign platform of the 
nascent Democratic candidates (Senators 
Kerry and Lieberman, particularly, who are 
both basing their hopes of nomination on the 
degree to which they have agreed with Mr. 
Bush and the conservatives throughout this 
entire ordeal). 

If the invertebrates in the leadership of the 
Democratic party have their way, and lead the 
party on another campaign of indistinction, 
they are sure to be extict by 2005, and rightly 
so. Yet we already know of the scarcity of grey 
matter in such offices, so we must realize first 
that without loud, sustained shouting in their 
numb ears, the pols will never figure a thing 
out for themselves. The opposition must insist 
that there be an opposition party, and that this 
party would be better off simply taking up 
every contrary stance they can, regardless of its 
content. If Mr. Bush says po-tay-toh, let the 
Ass behind the other podium say po-tah-toh, 
in spite of what the polls indicate, and give the 
people a reasonable choice. 

It will dismay many of my more fervid read- 
ers to hear that this author remains at all in 
favor of the two-party system. Against their 
rabid calls for the blood of the politicians and 
the communization of the health-food shops, I 
argue that government is a necessary evil 
among us, and it is the frustrating but neces- 
sary purpose of the social animal to keep his 
government in order. Of course this includes 
Mr. Paine’s sensible alternative of replacement 
by force, when circumstances demand it, and 
indeed I do not think such drastic measures are 
in the province of history alone. Yet it has been 
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Incidents 
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Department said that the department, 
along with the Neighborhood Services 
Bureau, does “patrols in areas throughout the 
city in an attempt to find the perpetrators.” 

He said he couldn't recall any recent arrests 
for glass etching, but that one graffiti artist 
who writes AMS1 has been arrested in Old 
City on two separate occasions. He has since 
been referred to the District Attorney's office 
for repeat offenders. “Unfortunately”, said 
Liberati, “this type of crime is viewed by judi- 
cial system as a nonviolent, non-serious 
crime.” He said that typically only repeat 
offenders stand a chance of “serving serious 
jailtime that will show graffiti artists the 
light.” Liberati expressed hope that AMS51 
would, as part of his sentence, create an “aes- 
thetically pleasing mural” for the Mural Arts 
Program, which is an outgrowth of PAGN. “I 
understand that he's a very talented artist,” 
Liberati said. 


Triple 


my good fortune to tour a score of nations 
more poorly governed than our own, and to 
learn the difficult lesson that our squabbles 
against the boors who now govern us are in 
truth an invaluable thing, which millions of the 
world’s citizens can only hope to someday par- 
ticipate in. I relish, more than the reader can 
know, my right to lambaste our governors in 
print, and to inflict even the most miniscule 
wound upon their warty hides. If I ever grow 
too jaded to even aim my barbs upward, and 
become content to while away my time in a 
stew of unrealized frustration, I think I will 
betray too many people who have no other 
choice. ‘ 

As to the controversial bipartisan nature of 
our political discourse, I suggest that ever since 
the failure of the 1860 rebellion, our country is 
simply too large to accommodate consensus 
enough among more general ideologies than 
two; and I think the skeptic must only spend a 
few days in any of these parliamentary backwa- 
ters the world over where there are a hundred 
factions in a House of a hundred members, and 
nothing is ever done, to agree on practical 
grounds. Naturally, none of the half-wits 
whose aspirations have made them politicians 
even approximates the marvelous complexity 
of my own political outlook; and it is paltry 
consolation that nobody approximates that of 
my nemesis, either. Only a broad brush is suit- 
ed for such a vast canvas. 

I am inclined, however—especially after the 
weak-kneed displays of the senators from 
Massachusetts and Connecticut —to say that 
no party deserves consideration if it is not sen- 
sible enough to campaign against the princi- 
ples of its opponent. I consider myself a par- 
tially intelligent sort and an enthusiastic par- 
ticipant in this crippled system, and yet if next 
November I am not able to distinguish 
between Mr. Bush and his as yet undeter- 
mined foe, then I join the 
Disenfranchised Party and write in for the 


will 


candidacy of the King of England. In the heat 
of the loathing so widely felt for the fanatical 
Right, I dare to ofter that there is a worse fate 
than their prevalence: their prevalence over an 
impotent opposition. Let the agitators return 
to their soap-boxes, and work some doubt into 
the Truth as declared by the executive branch, 
when there is no evidence in the world which 
supports it. # 

Alexander Swartwout edited Three Weeks, a 
newspaper in Queens, New York 


O esuiniio 


in Old City 


Vandals defaced the glass door of Gianfranco Provenzano’ pizzeria with glass etching acid. It’s the third time Provenzano’ had to replace the door in six 
months, at cost of $1,200. Some neighborhood business owners are calling on Old City’s bars and nightclubs to pay for increased police patrols late at night 


Taking credit for all of the HOTHEAD 
etchings in Old City and elsewhere is a young 
man from North Philadelphia who contacted 
THE INDEPENDENT via email. He claims to 
have been writing Hothead, a childhood nick- 
name, on walls, subway tunnels, and automo- 
biles for nearly two years. He estimates that he 
has written the name “hundreds of thousands” 
of times, mostly in North Philadelphia. The 
thirty or so etchings in Old City, including the 
one at Provenzano’s, were all done on a single 
night in early May. He likes using Etch Bath 
for the same reason that business owners hate 
it: windows are expensive, and rather than 
replace the glass immediately, an owner, espe- 
cially a small business owner, will leave it in 
place for weeks or months. HOTHEAD 
etched into glass, therefore, lasts longer than 
HOTHEAD spray-painted onto a brick wall. 

He showed little remorse, boasting that 
the only way he would stop etching is if he 
“could get [his] hands on something hotter to 
mess with.” 

He said he would retaliate if his own home 


were defaced, but added that “if 1 owned a 
giant store window [that was defaced] ... that’s 
the way it goes.” 

Having never had to purchase a window 
himself, the young man expressed uncertainty 
about the cost of replacing one. “I don't know, 
three thousand? I don’t know anything about 
windows.” 

Without financial assistance trom the city, 
victims of acid etching are left to deal with the 
damages on their own, either accepting the 
loss or filing a claim with their insurance com- 
panies, 

Provenzano chose not to file a claim, citing 
the cost of his plan's deductible. On June 6, 
about a month after the etching incident, his 
window was smashed overnight, and 
Provenzano replaced it at his own expense that 


same day. The tag is gone now, and 


Provenzano plans to install a surveillance cam- 
era to keep it from happening again. “I want to 
know who these guys are,” he said. # 

Richard Charles is Senter Editor tor THe 
INDEPENDENT. 
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FERNS, THEN BRICKS, THEN FERNS 


THE VICTORY BUILDING 


HOW 130 YEARS PASSED THROUGH STONE 
AT TENTH & CHESTNUT . 


city is not just space but time as well; 
A« medium is history as much as it is 

stone, brick, concrete, and glass. And 
the Victory building, whose noble shell haunts 
the corner of Tenth and Chestnut, calls out like 
a gaping hole in that city. Strolling westward 
down Chestnut, the rounded soot-stained 
prow of the Victory comes into view from 
blocks away, out of place between the dull tan 
brick of the Thomas Jefferson Hospital and the 
gleaming marble facade of the National 
Archives’ Philadelphia branch. 

In stark contrast to the gaudy history 
theme park only blocks away on Market Street, 
the Victory lies in a state of decay, an 
unmarked tomb of the city’s past glory. Gazing 
upward at the broad facade that stretches up 
Tenth Street, some distant era looms over you, 
the shadow of a dead city. The first floor win- 
dows are plastered over, those higher up are 
clouded with dirt and age, some are missing 
and others hang wide open. 

The foot of the building is scattered with 
constzuction trash and ringed by yellow scaf- 
folds and a flimsy fence; the tin sheets and ply- 
wood covering the ground floor windows still 
display the frayed remnants of dated wheat- 
pastes for last year’s shows. The Victory 
appears as if frozen in amber, the past still 
intact: the doors on the grand second story bal- 
cony are swung wide open, flanked by black- 
ened columns with their ornate sculpted capi- 
tals still intact. Save for a glimpse of the rotting 
innards, where paint flakes and peels from the 
decayed brown walls and shrubs sprout up 
from the floor, it is not hard to imagine some 
gilded age captain of industry throwing the 
French doors agape on a sunny morning to 
stride out on the balcony and survey the teem- 
ing city before him. 

Home, in the past century-and-a-half, to 
insurers, salesmen, disco revelers and squatters, 
the Victory has glided through the decades like 
some concrete Zelig, ever present in the back- 
ground of city life, before fading into derelict 
obscurity following an 1982 fire. This is its 


story. 


Born 1870 
THE SEAT OF AN EMPIRE 


The Victory building was originally the 
headquarters of the Mutual Life Insurance 
Company of New York. In 1870 the company 
relocated to Philadelphia, which then appeared 
poised to become the new center of the indus- 
trial world. Over the next thirty years this city 
would host over 7,000 new factories, which 
would provide for approximately 300,000 fam- 
ilies. Dire sanitary conditions engendered 
widespread ill health among the rapidly grow- 
ing and densely packed population, much to 
the delight of the burgeoning insurance indus- 


I met a traveller from an antique land 

Who said: "Two vast and trunkless legs of stone 
Stand in the desert. Near them on the sand, 

Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown 
And wrinkled lip and sneer of cold command 

Tell that its sculptor well those passions read 
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things, 
The hand that mocked them and the heart that fed. 
And on the pedestal these words appear: 

“My name is Ozymandias, King of Kings: 

Look on my works, ye mighty, and despair!” 
Nothing beside remains. Round: the decay 

Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare, 

The lone and level sands stretch far away. 


—PERCY ByssHE SHELLEY 


try. The Mutual Life Insurance Company of 
New York, looking south, recognized a ripen- 
ing market in Southeastern Pennsylvania and 
took up residence in Philadelphia. In 1873 the 
Mutual Life Insurance Company of New York | 
broke ground at Tenth and Chestnut. The goal 
was the build a headquarters that would 
embody all the company believed it stood for. 

The project was a grave undertaking, and 
Mutual Life’s approach reflected the sentiment 
of Equitable Life president James Alexander, 
who said that “an institution which exists for 
the benefit of widows and orphans .... is one 
which ought not to be conducted on a low 
plane of competition”. Mutual Life contracted 
Henry Fernbach, who had secured a prominent 
reputation designing both religious and com- 
mercial structures such as the Central 
Synagogue (1872) and the Harmonie Club 
Building (1866). The new and powerful class 
of industrialists and financiers saw themselves 
as a new generation of Renaissance nobility. 
The architects of the late nineteenth century 
appropriated the renaissance idiom in order to 
mirror the grandeur that their merchant-king 
clients wanted. The Mutual Life Insurance 
Company of New York both expected and 
received a building whose eminence was carved 
into the very stone, a massive gray cube that 
would testify to Mutual Life’s ambitions of sta- 
bility and permanence for decades to come. 

The 1870s marked a period of rapid 
growth both in the insurance industry as a 
whole, and in Mutual Life in particular. At the 
start of this period the New York home office 
had only housed around fifty people. Some 
thirty years later it housed over six hundred. 
Built for $1.6 million, the Victory was to be 
both a bustling center of financial enterprise 
and the physical expression of that success. 
Mutual Life’s plans for the building rose with 
its fortune, and by 1890 the company hired 
architect Phillip Roos to raise the building 
three additional stories. The building itself 
came to serve as a kind of stock ticker, rising 
with the company’s success, 

This success continued until 1920 when 
Mutual Life Insurance Company of New York 
abandoned its headquarters in the region 
despite a remarkable year of growth. But 
despite the loss of its anchor tenant, the 
Victory prospered, and in 1940 the interior was 
remodeled to accommodate a growing number 
of offices and business, which peaked at some 
300 in 1947, The Victory building maintained 


this large client base until the 1950s. The post- 
war boom saw the erection of new office build- 
ings, most significant of which were the mas- 
sive concrete pylons of Two Penn Center on 
JFK Boulevard. The Victory, which had noth- 
ing new to offer, suffered, and by 1967 only 
113 tenants remained. However, the Bundy 
Typewriter Company, which had been in the 
Victory since 1920, did not budge. Like 
Mutual Life before them, the company had 
grafted its identity onto the building. “It was 
an institution,” says Arnold Foley, who has 
been with Bundy since the early 1960s. 


THE 1920s 
TYPEWRITERS & THE GIANT 


The Bundy Typewriter Company, founded 
in 1918 by Augustus Bundy, moved into the 
Victory in 1920. Until Bundy set up shop, all 
manufacturers sold typewriters directly from 
their own stores. Bundy, among the largest 
stores on the east coast, enjoyed the distinction 
of being the only independent typewriter com- 
pany that sold new machines. In its basement, 
which ran halfway to Market Street, Bundy 
would built, painted, and serviced its typewrit- 
ers. Bundy sold typewriters not only to office 
workers and private scribes all over the city but 
to every newspaper writer in town. All the 
celebrities knew to shop at Bundy’s. As Foley 
remembers it, “If you had an emergency and 
needed a typewriter, you could say Bundy’s to 
any cabdriver. They all knew where the store 
was.” Fred Astaire once waltzed into Bundy’s, 
and each year Harold Stassen, the nine-time 
presidential candidate, would buy a new type- 
writer there. 

A fixture in front of the store, Bundy 
served as the stage to a celebrity of a different 
kind. Mike Stiegler, seven feet and 375 
pounds of man, would parade in front of the 
store dressed in a French Legionaire’s outfit 
with five typewriters tucked under his arms. 
Tiny, as he was known, still enjoys considerable 
fame. Fifty years later and in a new location, 
Foley says that “there isn't a week that goes by 
when people don’t ask what happened to Big 
Mike.” 

Bundy moved to their new location at 
Eighteenth and Chestnut after 1974, when 
“this new landlord came in and the first day he 
shook my hand, and he said ‘double the rent’.” 
That new landlord was Samuel Rappaport. 

Rappaport had a history of buying up 
cheap and underrated properties, making nom- 
inal improvements, and raising rents. In a 
1974 Inquirer interview, Sam Rappaport sum- 
marized his real estate strategy: 

“Most building with poor earnings can be 
bought cheaply ... What I do is make some 
improvements—like in the heating and light- 
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ing systems—to make the building more 
attractive. Then I do something like install bet- 
ter insulation to save on heating costs. I make 
safety improvements which cut insurance bills. 
And then I raise the rents.” 

According to Foley, when Rappaport 
bought the Victory Building, “in the matter of 


basement, and then climb the front staircase to 
reemerge at ground level at the huge double 
staircase, in an area soon dubbed “the 
Mausoleum.” Paul Green, who now heads the 
Paul Green School of Rock, recalls that “one 
whole summer the Victory was the hub for 
punk rock activity.” 

Having rigged up electrical power for the 
building’s central chamber, characters named 
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a year he made everybody leave.” Big Paul, Kurt, and Mad Dog converted it into a 
a huge, airy nexus of an outlaw society. Perhaps ’ SoC 
THE 1970s only the Union League enjoyed a more beauti- Show me yours, I’ll show you mine ... > 
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In the late 1970s Warren and Dolores 
Browne had just opened the London 
Restaurant in Fairmount when, strolling along 
Chestnut Street, Warren “walked by and fell in 
love” with the Victory. The Brownes, who had 
for years adopted and restored old buildings, 


Green remembers, “everybody who would go 
down to South Street would end up there...” 
The use of the Victory as a party and infor- 
mal gathering space peaked around 1986. 
Kids from Port Richmond to the suburbs 
came and made the place a second home. 
The central courtyard with the electricity, 
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The roof leaked. The marble was dirty. 
Heating and air conditioning had to be put in. 
To hang the ducts, the Brownes had to drill 
through two feet of ceiling. To build the bars, 
they used the Victory’s etched glass office 
doors as counter tops. 

Six months and $200,000 dollars later, the 
London Victory Club's facilities were com- 
plete. But the Brownes weren't done dolling up 
the stately gray matron into a disco queen. 
After the club opened Browne would don a 
gorilla costume and parade around the long 
lines to get into his club, gesticulating wildly 
and inspiring similarly primitive behaviors 
among his guests. Drawing on his military 
training, Browne would hang from the ceiling’s 
exposed steel beam by an airplane cable. As the 
music blared, he would fly over the heads of 
the party goers, sometimes taking his daughter 
along for the ride. Pushing the spectacle ever 
further, he built a U.F.O to race across the air- 
plane cable when he was busy with his other 
duties. Angela Lansbury, John Lithgow, Gloria 
Gaynor and the entire Eagles team all enjoyed 
wild and memorable nights at the club. That is, 


desired to save on rent set up beds, tape play- 
ers, and candles to convert a dusty and neglect- 
ed trophy of architectural history into a secret 
apartment complex. But without a permanent 
presence or security, the building was vulnera- 
ble to looters. The building also suffered at the 
hands of some of the squatter population, who 
could not be evicted should they fail to show 
the respect expected of a legitimate tenant. 
Lubert-Adler Real Estate Funds, the 
investment fund that currently owns the build- 
ing, found the Victory nearly empty of its mar- 
ble slates and copper pipes. Every window fac- 
ing the great courtyard was smashed. In fact, it 
was this destructive tendency that caused the 
eviction of the squatters. When objects began 
to rain down on the street below, the police 
sent the Victory’s unruly residents packing. 


2003 
PLANS FOR THE RUINS 


In, 1998 Lubert-Adler purchased the 
Victory Building for $1.1 million and soon 
began working with Jefferson to create a 
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At around 4:30 in the afternoon, on 
November 24th, 1983, plumes of smoke 
swelled from the basement and asphyxiated the 
century-old Victory. It started, Browne 
remembers, when workers smoking in the 
basement accidentally set fire to the cartons of 
records stored there by an electronics company 
who was a tenant in the building. Fortunately, 
the damage was mostly cosmetic. Browne 
worked around the clock scrubbing away thick 
blankets of smoke residue and reopened his 
doors within two weeks. Most of the structur- 
al damage was from the firemen who had 
rushed in expecting an inferno, Browne said. 
Soon after, Sam Rappaport’s laundry list of fire 
code violations forced the Victory to expel its 
tenants. When Rappaport died in1994, he left 
behind an estate valued at more than $50 mil- 
lion, and several dozen buildings in Center 
City, many of which he had left abandoned 
and decaying for decades. 

The fire department cordoned off the 
building, sealing it from any casual intruders. 
But boarded windows and locked doors proved 
inept at keeping out one group of determined 
urban explorers in the 1980s. Curious youths, 
having walked past the building on the way to 
South Street, used the cloak of night to force 
open the back door, proceed nervously into the 
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no future at all, in keeping what the fund 
prides itself on, according company’s website: 
“Lubert-Adler’s distinguishing feature is the 
combination of opportunistic acquisition 
philosophies with entrepreneurial value 
enhancement programs designed to create 
institutional assets at cost bases well below 
their competitive set.” 

But is something missing? From the begin- 
ning, the Victory has been a magnet for strong 
personalities, from the pretensions of grandeur 
imprinted by Mutual Life onto the fagade, to 
Tiny Mike Stiegler. Restoring the Victory 
Building is not merely a matter of replacing 
marble, scrubbing off grime, and running elec- 
trical wires to the professional cubicles. It is 
about restoring the structure’s identity as an 
institution, a center of activity as ambitious as 
the building itself. 

Like a well-made suit of clothes, each of 
Philadelphia's epochs has worn Mutual Life’s 
vision for a season, before passing them off to 
a new owner. Each exchange of ownership has 
left the property in more desperate need of 
mending. Until the Lubert-Adler project is 
complete, however, Philadelphia will be able to 
continue musing over the Victory as a ruin, an 
ancient site where place is so constant that time 
seems to twist and buckle around it. #« 

This article was researched by Ariel Ben-Amos. 
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CLOSE YOUR EYES 


By Charles Burns 
Marseille: Le Dernier CRI 


2001 
(review w) 


BY JACOB WEINSTEIN 


last great painter of the Italian 

Renaissance, lost a tennis match. 
Notoriously short-tempered and mentally 
unbalanced, he became so enraged he killed his 
opponent. Caravaggio’s life was riddled with 
these sorts of violent mood swings, and it was 
reflected in his art. His style of painting was a 
kind of heavy-metal chiaroscuro, taking the 
already pronounced distribution of light and 
dark in the work of painters like Da Vinci and 
Titian and pushing it further into blinding 
illumination and deafening shadow. Other 
painters adopted the stark contrast of 
Caravaggio’s art, and the style became known 
as Tenebrism, derived from the Latin word 
tenebra, meaning total darkness. 

If Tenebrism has a modern disciple, it is 
Philadelphia cartoonist Charles Burns, best 
known for his comic book series Black Hole. 
Like Caravaggio, Burns’ work is inspired by 
the old masters of his art. His drawings heark- 
en back to classic mid-century romance and 
horror comics, taking their cold lines and lush 
shadows and amplifying them to create a dark 
visual world of his own. 

From his Northern Liberties home, where 
he lives with his two daughters and wife, the 
painter Susan Moore, Burns has quietly creat- 
ed some of the most important comics of the 
last twenty years. He got his start in the semi- 
nal comics anthology RAW, edited and pub- 
lished by Art Spiegelman throughout the 
1980s. Burns’ work helped define a new gener- 
ation of cartooning, one that capitalized on the 
doors opened by the 1960s underground, but 
more psychologically probing, urban, and sty- 
listically diverse. Burns took comic book 


E the summer of 1606, Caravaggio, the 


\clichés like mad scientists, alien invasions, and 
‘teenage plagues and turned them inside out, 


simultaneously revealing both their artifice and 
their power. 

Burns’ recent book, Close Your Eyes, gives a 
rare look at the artists and objects that inspire 
his work. Close Your Eyes reprints drawings 
from a sketchbook Burns started when he 
began taking his two daughters to piano les- 
sons in 1996. While waiting for them to finish 
their lessons he tried drawing in his sketch- 
book, but due perhaps to the poor lighting in 
the hallway, or having to listen to ‘Mary had a 
little lamb’ for the fiftieth time, Burns mostly 
found himself staring at a blank page. 
Eventually he came up with a solution: he'd 
photocopy an image by another artist and tape 
it down on the left hand side of his sketch- 
book, and then copy it on the right. The piano 
lessons lasted about an hour, so he had just 
enough time to copy one image. The resulting 
sixty-one pairs of drawings are evidence of a 
master draftsman continuing to hone his craft, 
and an index to the cultural sources that 
inform Burns’ work. 

The material copied in Close Your Eyes 
ranges from drawings by famous contempo- 
raries like Robert Crumb and Daniel Clowes, 
to panels culled from anonymous genre 
comics, to Japanese monster dolls, baby toys, 
found photographs, and even Burns’ own 
work. In drawing after drawing one can see 
Burns studying and learning from the artists 
he admires, as well as riffing on those images 
that provoke or amuse him. 

The book opens with a drawing of a bare- 
chested woman singing into a microphone 
copied from fellow cartoonist Julie Doucet's 
story New York Diary. Here Burns shows a rare 
deviation from his typical inking style, using a 
thinner and scratchier line to ape Doucet’s 
own drawing more closely. Forty pages later, 
Burns tapes a photocopy of his first copy of 
Doucet’s drawing on the left hand side, and 
copies it once again on the right side, this time 
in a style closer to his usual inking method. 
The brushstrokes are cleaner, the blacks and 
shadows are thicker, the forehead has started to 
sweat, and the hair has gained Burns’ trade- 
mark electric sheen. Sixty pages later, Burns’ 
second copy has been pasted on the left, and is 
redrawn for the third time. In this drawing the 
woman has undergone further Burns-ification. 
Her body has thickened and distorted while 
the features have shrunk and twisted. The 
heavy-lidded ingenue of Doucet’s original 
drawing has mutated into a scowling harpy. 

These drawings, and indeed the book as a 
whole, illustrate one of Burns’ central themat- 
ic concerns: physical transformation. Comics 
have always lent themselves to this theme, as 
scrawny boys turn into superheroes, teenagers 
become tortured monsters, and men shift into 
pliable plastic shapes. Burns’ clearest predeces- 
sor in this respect is Chester Gould, creator of 


Dick Tracy. The physical disfigurement of 
Gould’s villains, which included the Blank, 
Pruneface, and Little Face Finney, was a direct 
metaphor for these characters’ spiritual or psy- 
chological depravity. 

Charles Burns’ comics are more nuanced 
than Gould's, but they work in much the same 
way. In his work, teenagers turn into robots, 
housewives are beheaded, old men try to turn 
themselves into babies, and an all-American 
boy is given the heart of a dog. His newest 
work, Black Hole, is no exception. The story is 
set in Burns’ hometown of Seattle in the mid- 
1970s, and chronicles a group of teenagers 
besieged by a sexually transmitted disease that 
horrifically deforms them. This plague is a 
metaphor for the social and psychological anx- 
iety that accompanies both sex and adoles- 
cence. Black Hole has proven to be Burns’ mag- 
num opus, the crystallization of themes that 
have run through his work from the beginning: 
the pressures of conformity, sexual confusion, 
and alienation. 

In Close Your Eyes Burns literally enacts a 
transformation on every page. In one example, 
he copies a drawing from Weird, a 1960s horror 
comic that was typical of the kind of comics 
Burns grew up with. Weird reprinted comics 
from the 1950s and made them even more out- 
landish and garish, often actually drawing in 
more blood and gore. The panel Burns uses 
shows an attractive young couple holding 
hands. Burns’ version has the same mannered 
inking and dramatic lighting, but the man’s 
head has become hideous. The cranium has 
swollen to pumpkin-size proportions while the 
face has shriveled into a ghastly scowl. 

Here we not only see Burns’ fascination 
with the comic trope of disfigurement, but we 
also see him undermining the genre conven- 
tions of the helpless female and the powerful 
male. In the original panel, the woman is con- 
fused and pulling back while the man comforts 
her, clasping her hand in his. In Burns’ version, 
with the man’s head now maimed and gnarled, 
it is unclear exactly who is being comforted. 

In another drawing, taken from a romance 
comic, a man and woman engage in a tongue- 
tangled embrace near a moonlit river. Burns’ 
version is remarkably faithful to the original, 
but he has made two slight alterations. The 
man is now sweating and the woman is now 
crying. With just a few well-placed drops of 
tears and sweat, Burns has made the sexual 
dynamic of this image explicit: the woman's 
emotional submission and the man’s fevered 
aggression. What Burns finds interesting in 
this picture is not its camp value, but the cul- 
tural assumptions lurking beneath the surface. 
Its not surprising that in the notes appending 
the book, Burns describes this seemingly 
innocuous image as “disturbing”. 

When Burns copies these images he is 
continuing the comic book tradition of recy- 
cling and stealing from the past. The original 
cartoonists referenced in Close Your Eyes copied 
images because of tight deadlines and exhaust- 
ed imaginations, rehashing the same stories 
and drawings month after month. Each time 
an image passed through a new artist’s hands, 
it was coated with another dull layer of famil- 
iarity. By the time the drawing has reached 
Burns, it is buried in a thick patina of the 
banal. When Burns copies these images, how- 
ever, he strips them bare. He not only exposes 
the mechanics of comic book clichés but rein- 
vests them with their original seductive power. 

As these tactics attest, Burns is one of the 
few cartoonists who has successfully absorbed 
the lessons of Pop Art and reapplied them to 
comics. Pop Art’s wide eyed kids, perpetually 
languishing ladies, and chisel-chinned soldiers 
were cribbed from the same sources that Burns 
himself copies in Close Your Eyes. Pop artists 
exposed these comics as hackneyed genre 
pieces, but also revealed new ways in which 
they could be used. Andy Warhol’s appropria- 
tion of comics, along with other symbols of 
post-war consumerism, was primarily a social 
critique. Roy Lichtenstein’s appropriation was 
a formal exercise, changing ephemeral images 
into works of sustained contemplation. Charles 
Burns has synthesized both approaches in his 
work, but pushed them further, turning bland 
mass media archetypes into darkly personal 
subject matter. Like a child who takes a cheap 
novelty toy and creates an imaginary world 
around it that is infinitely more rich and 
involved than the toy itself, Burns takes the 
empty husks of comic book history and fills 
them with his own fears and obsessions, creat- 
ing a world as familiar as it is disturbing. # 

Jacob Weinstein is the Art Director of THE 
INDEPENDENT. 


GUIDE TO PICTURES 


(Numbered from top to bottom, and left to right) 


1. Drawings from Bum’s other sketchbooks, 2, Devil Girl, 
from R. Cramb’s sketchbooks. 3. Panel from Julie Doucet's 
New York Diary. 4. Burns’ copy of Doucet's drawing. 5. 
Burns’ copy of his copy of Doucet's drawing. 6, Panel from 
Weird. 7. Crime comic trom Burns’ collection. 8. Drawing 
from one of Burns’ old sketchbooks, inspired by imagery on 
packaging fora novelty rubber hand. 9, Panel from Gangsters 
Can't Win, Vol. 1, #4 10. Horror comic from Burns’ collec 
tion. 11. Romance comic from Burns’ collection. 
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BY SARAH FAN 


I é eeping a diary bespeaks a dual com- 
mitment to memory and artifice, 
reflecting a need both to remember 

experiences and remake them through writ- 

ing. Diaries allow their creators an opportuni- 
ty to mediate the last of their waking hours— 
locating watersheds, interpreting situations in 


the briefest of hindsight, and simply register- 
ing amusements and slights. A diary is neces- 
sarily a product of selection, skewed by the 
agenda of making sense of a life, and it derives 
its creative tension from the rarely dispassion- 
ate recording of discrete fragments and the 
always-present impulse to fit those fragments 
together. Diaries are mildly scandalous as read 
objects, since they are assumed to be private, 
but the real pleasure of reading a diary comes 
from the apprehension of another person's life, 
in all its. remarkable—and its, quotidian— 
‘ 
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James Kochalka draws comics—like 
Monkey ws. Robot, Quit Your Job, Kissers, and 
the Eisner-nominated piglets-in-space epic 
Pinky & Stinky—and makes music. He began 
keeping a sketchbook diary on October 26, 
1998. He usually draws four panels for each 
entry, reducing twenty-four hours into a quar- 
tet of moments. The formal elements are the 
four individual panels, consisting of dialogue 
and illustration, and a caption for the entry as 
a whole. Panels may be separated by seconds 
or hours. Published in annual volumes, The 
Sketchbook Diaries are a simultaneously mun- 
dane and brilliant representation of daily exis- 
tence. 

Kochalka employs a minimalist, cartoony 
style of unfussy penciled lines with few details 
or embellishments, appealing in its familiar, 
telegraphic person 
becomes angry with a single brow furrow, mir- 


almost character: a 
rored slash marks for eyebrows indicate sad- 
ness, shouting produces spittle. He draws 
himself as big-eared, buck-toothed Magic Elf 
Boy. Quickly the central elements of 
Kochalka’s/Magic Boy’s life become apparent, 
foremost among them his wife Amy, their cat 
Spandy, his best friend Jason (drawn as a sad- 
eared little dog), New Guy (a tall fellow per- 
manently saddled with a turtleneck and a 
semi-divided cubist head). Certain concerns 
recur, in various permutations. Money—where 
is it? Why do I fight with Amy so much? Do 
I have a fat stomach? How can | “achieve 
something lasting and great”? At the same 
time, the diary entries are proudly prosaic, fre- 
quently dealing in poop, Amy’s bush (also 
Amy’s pretty ass), and all the minor obsessions 
of the body and its failures. These are comics, 
though, and thus can anthropomorphize the 
occasional fanged bike helmet, neglected 
washing machine (“Don't forget about me! It 
gets lonely down here!”), and talking kitty 
(Spandy’s “You can pet me if you want!” earns 
James's “No thanks”). 

The Diaries present the impertinence of a 
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grown man who tries to pick up his cat with 
chopsticks, eats his lunch in the shower (an 
efficiency, he later explains), thinks the best 
way to dispose of leftover bacon grease is to 
grease up his friends, and names his Gameboy 
Advance after Tintin’s dog Snowy because “we 
go on grand adventures together.” The whimsy 
is worn lightly and mercurially, fluctuating 
between silliness and solipsism. The majority 
of the entries detail his and Amy’s married life. 
Madly in love and often madly childish about 
it, Kochalka can't get enough of illustrating his 
wife’s new haircuts or his own illogical behav- 
ior. When he freaks out at her for no reason 
and she takes it with equanimity, he apolo- 
gizes, “Sorry .. . I've got to try and remember 
that you're not my enemy.” But most of the 
time, they function as a team. When James 
says he gained weight and Amy says she lost 
weight while he was in Portugal, James cries, 
“Now we're exactly the same!” “Hooray!” says 
Amy, and they bump stomachs. 

Kochalka began the diaries hoping to learn 
something “profound . . . something about the 
rhythm of life,” but his lifestyle is unusual 
enough that it is likely deception to proclaim, 
Here Is Life, in All Its Dull Glory. For one 
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thing, James Kochalka, cult figure, is more 
famous than most people, the majority of 
whom don't have to contend with crazy fans, 
be overwhelmed with overseas book deals and 
recording contracts, or regularly get to stay in 
their pajamas on a weekday. Perhaps what 
these comics best reflect is their creator's beau- 
tifully willful understanding of the world sur- 
rounding him and his role within it. Moody, 
petty, whiny, occasionally outright mean 
and/or ridiculous? Sure. Worrying about a 
pending contract, he frets to Amy, “Why does 
life take so long? It’s too stressful.” Amy reas- 
sures him, “It’ll be over before you know it,” 
but he responds, “I can't take much more.” 
Reaching a hysterical pitch complete with fly- 
ing beads of sweat, he cries, “How much longer 
do you think I have to live?” Fed up, Amy 
declares, “Three years, tops.” James closes his 
eyes and says, “Oh .. . thank God.” His sense 
of humor, whether nihilistic, potty-mouthed, 
or nonsensical, is rarely absent even at his most 
despondent and is almost always infectious. 
(He does a good job of displaying Amy’s own 
humor in this latest volume, too. Peeking in his 
shower, she asks, “Do you still have a boner?” 
Getting a negative answer, she says, “That's 
good! It was scaring me!” Then, “Just kidding! 
It was handsome! Did it wash down the 
drain?”) His is a mind ready to invest a 
detached shoe heel with totemic power: 
“Please help guide me” he prays, eyes closed, 
holding the heel in both hands. The willfulness 
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can take shape as a naive affection for the 
world, whether a mushroom growing in the 
corner of a bathroom (“I think I'll let it live”), 
an old car about to be traded in (“In with the 
new & out with our souls”), or a philosophical 
attitude towards cat vomit (“She just loves 
puking too much” over a pop-eyed Spandy 
barfing, surrounded by little floating hearts). 
Far more interesting than straightforward 
affirmative creations, celebrating our most 
illogical feelings as symbols of our inimitable 
humanity, The Sketchbook Diaries also capture 
those contrary moments in which even the 
most loving of marriages cause pain; sadness 
and loneliness descend at the most inapposite 
times; you wonder what you're doing with your 
life rather than actually doing anything with it; 
and so on. Rather than demanding we take life 
just as it is, creating a faux-Zen, zoned-out 
happiness that ignores the trenchant frustra- 
tions that must be acknowledged if you're 
going to engage in the world in any substantive 
way, these diaries reflect all the petty 
hypocrisies, ambiguities, and compromises 
with which we negotiate our way in the world. 
Lying on a beach, Kochalka is told that he’s 
“the grumpiest one.” He corrects his compan- 
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ions: “I’m not grumpy .. . I’m a tortured soul” 
while merrily digging his toes into the sand. 
Volume three, which documents January 13, 
2001 through January 15, 2002, also encom- 
passes September 11, 2001, and the ensuing 
strips capture in brief the strange impotence of 
those days. Amy declares, “I’m going to save 
bits of string!” for the nascent war effort, but 
attending a lame candlelight vigil just depress- 
es James: “It was no comfort at all.” 

Kochalka breaks format occasionally, past- 
ing in barely legible pages from a notebook he 
used for communication after losing his voice 
at the San Diego ComicCon. There are also a 
few lovely full panels—one shows “a night of 
incredible beauty & a hula hoop over Lake 
Champlain” while. another explains, “While 
Amy watched Saturday Night Live, an angel 
touched my nose.” Entries drawn drunk (and 
described as such) are unsurprisingly scratchier 
and blurrier than the usual fare. And then, 
sometimes, he might just phone one in: three 
panels of X’s and a final panel declaring, “I just 
want to draw something quick and go to bed” 
under the caption “late night comics.” The 
inconsistent quality and interest level of any 
particular entry make the Diaries an enjoyment 
best satisfied in bulk, which is why reading the 
volumes is probably preferable to checking the 
daily postings on Kochalka’s website, ameri- 
canelf.com. A fair number of entries deal with 
themselves, 
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keep a diary produces yet another daily anxiety. 
The previous volumes featured a number of 
strips debating the worth of continuing with 
the project, but Kochalka seems to have stuck 
to his belief that he would be “lost without 
them.” 

It sort of shouldn't work. Appending “y” to 
the ends of words (“coaty,” “bucky,” etc.) for 
easy cuteness, sexual/scatological fixations, 
expressions of neurotic vanity, relentless banal- 
ities of life with a little “I,” general caviling 
about stuff that, in the main, requires one to 
Just Deal—doesn't everyone get enough of this 
already? Well, this is done better, eliciting both 
recognition and surprise: knowing an experi- 
ence depicted as if it were your own or delight- 
ed by an unexpected felicity, with the two 
modes constantly shuffling in and out, panel by 
panel, strip to strip. (The only truly embarrass- 
ing moment occurs when one strip gratuitous- 
ly displays his Harvey award certificate.) At a 
maximum of four panels per day, the diary’s 
minimalism is a virtue, as the reader whips 
through months in minutes. 

There is no claim to uniqueness present in 
these pages, nor is there a demotic assumption 
of universality. Instead, they depict what sur- 
rounds and consumes one individual. Still, The 
Sketchbook Diaries afford a portrayal of every- 
day life that neither elevates nor denigrates it, 
respectful of its simultaneously obsessional 
and ultimately slight nature. It is clearly not a 
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it has its uses. Many of us tend to treat our 
lives like meaning-making machines, into 
which experience is fed and wisdom then 
excreted. Seeing the flatness of what actually 
happens can be a liberating corrective to that 
tendency. The traditional engine of meaning is 
narrative, so it is easy to believe that a mean- 
ingful life requires narrative drive. While 
respecting cause-and-effect—usually about as 
fancy as most dramatic arcs of the common- 
place get—these diaries offer a truer represen- 
tation of the atomized banality that comprise 
most lives, but which are no less “meaningful” 
or significant for it. Recording a life in a diary 
isn’t about breaking down every element for its 
usefulness to any particular search for happi- 
ness; it honors the anecdotal distractions that 
form the counter-stream to that search, whose 
relevance at any moment goes up and down 
like any currency. Reading one of these vol- 
umes allows the reader to reconcile the passage 
of time with the frequent failure of time to 
make change manifest. Plus, they’re wacky, 
like comics should be. Kochalka’s diaries are 
both funny-ha-ha and funny-like-life, a neat 
trick in any format. 

The best justification for this project 
appears early in volume three. In the first 
panel, “If UFOs were real .. .” caps a drawing 
of a UFO hovering over houses at night. The 
second panel, “.’. . and they read my diary,” 
shows a beam of alien light sucking up the 
diary, pages fluttering. The third panel 
declares, “They would think we humans live 
pathetic, meaningless lives” as an antenna‘d 
alien reads the diary. The final panel claims, 
“But we don't,” and illustrates its refutation 
with Kochalka watching television. What 
finally proves so winning about The Sketchbook 
Diaries is tar from unfamiliar; discrete joys and 
disappointments transmuted through an idio- 
syncratic mind. If the results come with cute 
talking kitties, so much the better. # 
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AN EXCERPT FROM THE NOVEL 


” BY CLARK ROTH ~ 


he Archangel of the City of 

Countenance is an old lady in a dirty 

dress with a family of raccoons living 
in her back yard. She plays her radio so you 
can barely hear it, sits on the porch, swings in 
the swing there, listens to the news through 
her open window. It’s Thursday night, all the 
school kids have been outside playing, dirtying 
up their clothes, and now they go inside to eat. 
All the teenagers counterwise come outside in 
their sleeveless t-shirts and laced-up boots, 
they fire up long, loud cars and drive off into 
the distance. 

Across town the Devil himself crosses the 
street in front of cars and city buses, clicking 
his little wood heels. In this particular space 
and time he’s a plastic surgeon, Dr. Paris Cook, 
a specialist in foetal plasticier, but he’ll do the 
other stuff, too, trim your nose down or clean 
your eye-bags up or pump the yellow fat outta 
you like mattress stuffing. This night he’s on 
his way to the mayor’s house, and he’s in no 
small hurry, either. 

The tall trees he passes, they wave in their 
seasick way. The little pregnant lady he passes, 
she pulls up her shopping around her belly and 
clucks disdainfully at that snooty, sharp- 
dressed Devil. The two young soldiers he pass- 
es, they lean on each other, smoking cigarettes, 
acting like a couple of drunk drooling homos, 
singing a little song, laughing together. They 
see the Devil coming, bearing himself as a man 
of some importance, and they straighten up 
quick and hit their'vhelmets to the side and 
snap to. mock. attention,.and the one holds 
their bottle of drink out rigid like a dress rifle. 
They smirk at the Devil together like two little 
church girls on Easter Sunday. 

Well so as the Devil leers by he makes a 
quick feline stroke with his quick right hand 
and sends their bottle into the air, along a per- 
fect Pythagorean arc, and after the inevitable 
long, quiet moment it breaks into a million 
pieces in the middle of the street, wet broken 
pieces like glittering stars, and the Devil swag- 
gers through said pieces and spanks the lint off 
his top hat. The wet glass gets further ground 
into the cement as the cars and trucks go by 
behind him. 

Here now the Devil enters a place called 
Maxxmillian Hemet Square, named after one 
Maxxmillian Hemet, who was a good 
Lutheran from about 200 years back. There's 
nine tall idols that stand here in his square, 
each about five the height of a man and dark 
and gruesome, built before the Lutherans ever 
came to these parts. Two idols stand guard 
over each corner entrance and then one stands 
tall in the center of the square. 

So let’s see, there’s 
@ the re-pulsive sick one with an out 

stretched hand, the same hand folks love to 

climb up on for photographs, and then 

@ the bull-headed one with the snake in his 
fists, you'll see kids throwing soft can- 
taloupes in the air trying to hook’m on the- 
bull-man’s horns, and then the cop comes 
and chases them off, there’s 

@ this big busty lady at the next corner who's 
got tiny naked men crawling all over her 
like termites, and in fact there’s three little 
heads peeking out of her dilly like three 
peas in a pod, and then 

™ across from her another topless lady but 
one with a big locust head, folks love to tie 

a quadruple-D pink bikini top on her like 

she’s the bug-eyed princess of Monaco, 

then 

@ a tall gaunt fella playing a fiddle to the 
treetops, then 

® cross from him a nude paunchy faun with a 
sly handsome face and half a stone hard- 
on, you'll see sometimes where the college 
kids have stuck an industrial size shampoo 
bottle in the crook of his arm and wrapped 

a big towel around his waist, or else just 

tied a big bunch of bright-colored balloons 

to his dick, then you've got 

@ the bird-headed one at the next corner, 
stripped to the waist, striking a martial 
pose, and then 

® across from him a truly frightening skeletal 
crone suckling a little baby at her breasts, 
causing all kinds of problems for the jittery 

Catholics who pass her, and then 
@ the one in the middle, of course, which is 

taller than the others by virtue of its being 


on a pedestal, but then just barely taller 

because he’s missing a head, and must’ve 

never had one. He's got next to nothing 
on, just a loin cloth or so, and his knees are 
bent down a little, arms at his sides, fists 
tight clenched, like the blade just dropped 
about a second ago. Little trail of gore 
comes down the front of his throat which 
always reminds the Devil of a little turkey 
wattle. 

The Devil reaches up and pats the headless 

idol’s bare stone ass. 

~Gobble-Gobble!, Devil says. 

The Devil chuckles and checks his pocket 
watch against the shifty twi-light. The watch 
is one of those clever antique numbers made of 
cherry wood and gold leaf, where the hour 
hand is a tiny golden girl with a horse-shoe 
groin who squats down over the little gold 
cocks in place of numbers. At this latest check 
she’s eagerly engaging the perky seven o'clock 
cock. 

~Shit and shellac!, Devil says. 

He doubles his pace through the darkening 
city. 

Now beyond the Square the shops and 
restaurants start up again. All the dim roaring 
noise and smoke of the bars comes out to meet 
the noise and smoke of the buses rolling past, 
and the orange street lights, and the well-fed 
ladies in sparkly gowns on the arms of men 
with slick hair that ever-so-slightly catches the 
light and sparkles back. The Devil scans his 
reflection in the bright:dress windows, envied! 
his face there, how ithovers in among the, 
expensive clouds of satin and fur and feathers}! 
menacing the helpless dieting mannequins. 

So there’s plenty to recommend the place, 
Countenance, even alongside its crime sprees 
and corruption, gangrenous beggars and scores 
of crappy college rock bands. Well I guess a 
few of the bands have managed a hit. You've 
got your pair of prestigious colleges, your mas- 
sive capable hospital on Grove and China 
Streets, your shopping and movies and crafts- 
men’s shops, a lumberjack’s delight of beautiful 
trees all around—some growing right up 
through the odd abandoned house or some 
back-way cobblestone alley. The same myste- 
rious folks who built the idols in the square left 
a wealth of shrines and gateways and stone 
huts around the city, and the pieces still stand- 
ing you'll see, often unexpectedly, hiding in 
some overgrown lot behind an auto-body shop 
or some all-night diner. 

The local fauna’s been a problem since the 
Lutherans first set foot in the area, possums 
and coons and needle bears—not as many nee- 
dle bears now, though, they've mostly moved 
off to the wide pine forests to the west. Not 
exactly bears officially speaking, they're more 
like badgers, but just feisty as all holy fuck if 
you try and tangle with them. They've got a 
greasy musky fur that’s good for nothing and a 
wet whistle-y growling sound they make if you 
piss’m off, little white mane on the scruff of the 
neck that stands up to let you know you did. A 
needle bear is nothing to mess with. He'd just 
as soon eat your eyeballs as look at you. 

The rock monkeys counterwise have 
learned to thrive in the city, and that’s what 
they do, making a complete nuisance of them- 
selves in town, taking up house in the odd 
shack or inside the odd bridge crevice, coming 
out at night, hissing and cartwheeling through 
the shadows and popping up in all kinds of 
embarrassing places. The folks who brought 
their forbears here soon learned they make the 
worst pets imaginable, so they turned the 
monkeys loose, thinking they'd die out over the 
winter, Not so. Now they're everywhere, and 
vicious, they hunt the city's pigeon and rat 
population at night and leave bloody bony 
messes all around. They scare living shit out of 
the tourists. You can hear the screaming go up 
when two or three get the wrong idea about 
being welcome at some sidewalk café near the 
Square, you'll see a bunch of waiters come after 
the monkeys with brooms, and the monkeys'll 
go screeching back up a tree or what not and 
cuss and holler down from on high. More 
often than you'd expect you'll see an old lady 
and a couple of rock monkeys hunkered down, 
playing a slow sinister game of tug-of-war with 
the old lady's miniature dachshund. The dog’ll 
growl and struggle if it can, but those monkeys 
have a remarkable grip, and they're tenacious 


besides. Usually some kindly gentleman'll 
come by and crack the monkeys’ skulls with his 
umbrella, but it’s inspired most folks in 
Countenance to keep a larger dog, anyhow. 
On the same shore as Countenance but far- 
ther out on the lip of the bay lies a smaller town 
called Veraporte, where most of the sea trade 
and traffic comes through. They've got the 
brothels there, the big casinos, all the ruffians 
and scruffians you could ever hope for. The 
heavy stink of fish lingers in the air there, a 
smell the Devil remembers well from some of 
his dirty dealings down at the docks. And he’s 
not the only one who's got dead in Veraporte 
that he'd just as soon stayed buried. There's a 
wide outbound river that separates the two 
Cities, as well as a pretty ample stretch of scrub- 
land and woodland and wasteland. On the 
return trip to Countenance, on thé bridge over 
that river, you'll always see folks throwing dol- 
lar coins out bus and car windows into the 
water, a customary way of disowning their mis- 


* deeds in Veraporte and keeping a well-fed dis- 


tance between here and there. You could think 
of Veraporte as the sloppy drunken Mardi Gras 
to Countenance’s tense but picturesque family 
Christmas, or Veraporte as the mealy-mouthed 
kid sister to Countenance’s smug-choir-girl- 
with-secrets. It’s always been that way. Evenso 
the Mayor of Veraporte is no fool, he’s crafty 
and corrupt and known to be dangerous. He’s 
got a micro-thin gambling moustache and a 
nervous, hungry twinkle all over. 

Counterwise the Mayor of Countenance is 
a big jolly drunk, and he’s already slicked up 
and shining by the time the Devil arrives. 

~Paris!, Mayor of Countenance says. 

~Come in, come in!, Mayor of 
Countenance says. 

Mayor's got a funny little sausage-stufted 
Prussian accent that flops out whenever he’s 
put himself too much at ease. He grabs the 
Devil's fancy hat and tosses it onto the coat 
stand, he thrusts some brown liquor on ice into 
the Devil’s hand and then gets out of the way 
to make more welcome. Mayor's wife comes 
out in a minute or so to say her coifted, calcu- 
lating good evening. 

~Good evening Dr. Cook, Mayor's wife 
says. 


Then out of nowhere, like a candy-stained 


;asteroid, comes their daughter, Lixabeth, four 


years old, spoiled beyond all human recogni- 
tion, she gets under the Mayor's legs and grabs 
at his kneecaps—which, confidentially, feel 
like tepid pudding—and she hollers and totters 
back and forth like a caged gorilla-baby. The 
Devil regards them all fondly. 

So it was in the papers for weeks how the 
Mayor's wife was on fertility drugs and gave 
birth to a set of triplets—well, in hushed tones 
all around, there were actually four babies to 
start out with, but one of them got strangled 
on his way down the funnel, and the TV news 
anchors made double sure to cock their heads 
and look touched whenever the topic came up. 
The mother herself never let go of her usual 
angry-horse-face, though, at least not in pub- 
lic, and now here it is several months later and 
most everything has returned to normal, you 
can hardly see the extra weight on the woman, 
and she’s made herself up perfectly for the 
evening. Red-gold hair flares and flames back 
from her forehead. 

Meanwhile the Devil notes the powdery 
sweet smell of newborns mingling with the 
smells of dinner—it makes him lick the back 
of his teeth excitedly and swallow dry and 
hard. After a bit the men go upstairs to look at 
the new litter. The nursery’s done up in blue 
and gold, blue wallpaper with gold shells and 
starfish, blue drapes with gold cords and tas- 
sels, blue bedding in little gold cribs. Three 
wet nurses are sitting there on the blue and 
gold striped sofa feeding the triplets, you 
know, like three wide skin rivers emptying into 
the babies’ pudgy little mouths. The nurses sit 
there, bored-Catholic-icon-wise. They raise 
their eyebrows at the Mayor and Devil both. 
The Devil swallows dry and hard some more 
and smiles back thickly. 

So the men go back downstairs and sit 
around, they listen to their ice cubes move 
around in the liquid and glass, making that lit- 
tle ring like wind chimes. The bourbon goes 
up to the Devil's busy head. For a minute he's 
as close as he can get to feeling calm and con- 
tent without making himself sick. Eventually 
the girl ‘Lixabeth comes back into the room 
and starts crawling on her dad and making 
noise and breaking things. She scampers past 
the Devil on all fours, on her way into the hall, 
when he grabs her up under the arms and pulls 
her to him. She stands there mute between his 
knees. He looks down into her face, moving 
her lips apart with his thumbs, examining teeth 
and gums. He stretches the collar of her t 
shirt to look at her clavicles, stall slightly 
inflamed from the latest procedure 

~She's looking healthy, Dr. Cook says. 

This girl was one whol been started on 
Dr. Cook's plasticier program at the earliest 
possible stage, that is pre-natally, his combina 
tion of invasive bone surgeries and long-term 


hormone therapies and God knows what, all 
culminating in the clinical breaking of the girl’s 
face some nine months or so before senior 
prom so there’s time enough to heal before the 
big night. Paris Cook is a wishmaster, all the 
delighted young girls say. It’s like being born 
again, the worldly young women say. All their 
wealthy mothers between cosmopolitans say. 
All their rich daddies pressing cheeks to 
daughters’ done-up cheeks on prom night say. 
It’s delicious. 

After a minute ‘Lixabeth comes back in the 
room and starts punching the Mayor in the 
groin so he carries her off by the arms, down 
the hall, deposits her on the kitchen floor. She 
screams like a fucking banshee, enough to 
make the Devil’s eardrums itch. While they’re 
all in there family-fussing, the Devil stands up 
and digs at his ear and goes around looking at 
the crap on the walls, portraits and garden- 
scapes and whatever the hell. When the 
Mayor of Countenance comes back to the sit- 
ting room with a red face and refills, Devil is 
turning and turning over a glass globe with a 
tiny crucifixion scene inside. The Mayor and 
his wife are Lutherans. Except for the three 
skinny crosses, that old Golgotha is pleasantly 
clean and bare. The bright green grasses on 
the hill stand up like little green hairs on 
gooseflesh. Tiny green spiny hairs. Devil puts 
the globe back on its stand. 

So at long last the dinner’s ready, and it 
goes on and on forever, but exquisitely, like a 
ballet. You never saw such a parade of pink 
and brown and gold savory sauces, such an 
exhausting symphony of reductions and extrac- 
tions and infusions. The tired-looking maid 
presses a cloth to her forehead between cours- 
es. At some point ‘Lixabeth is sent upstairs to 
bed for kicking the underside of the table. 
Mayor of Countenance drinks an inhuman 
amount of merlot until his face has changed all 
kinds of colors in the candlelight and his smile 
looks like the same creased in steel. 

The three make merry. When everyone's 
stuffed nearly to bursting and the maid starts to 
clear up and the smell of coffee makes it to the 
table, drunk Mayor of Countenance heaves him- 
self up to his feet and starts tip-toeing it around 
the table, swaying side to side, making little mis- 
chievous squeaking noises, coming around the 
table to where his wife is sitting. Mayor's wife 
tolls her eyes in the Devil’s direction. 

~Poor sloppy baby, Mayor’s wife says. 

~Come to mommy, wife of the Mayor of 
Countenance says. 

The Devil cackles like bacon frying. 
Mayor of Countenance sits squarely on his 
wife’s lap. She grunts at the weight. 

~Oh, just for a minute, fat baby, Mayor's 
wife says. 

~Ouch, ooofff, just for a minute, Mayor's 
wife says. 

She and the Devil share another laugh, hers 
by need a little uncomfortable. Mayor of 
Countenance meanwhile reaches onto the table 
without a word and picks up one of the steak 
knives the maid’s missed. He grabs his wife's 
neckline in the other hand and swiftly cuts a 
deep jagged line down most of the front of her 
dress, so that the lacy piece on her bra hangs 
loose like a severed tendon. She screams. 

~Oh Jesus!, Mayor’s wife says. 

~Oh Jesus fucking Christ!, Mayor's wife 
Says. 

All at once they notice the maid standing 
there looking on. Her hands are shaking so the 
china on the dessert tray clatters earthquake- 
wise, but evenso she keeps a handle on it, which 
should show you how important it is to have 
good kitchen help. Mayor's wife tears up and 
tries to disarm her husband. He holds the knife 
out of her reach, then drops it on the floor. 

~Jesus Christ, Mel!, Mayor's wife says. 

~This is my best fucking dress!, sobbing 
wife of the Mayor of Countenance says. f 

Mayor of Countenance takes a shaky cup 
of coffee off the tray and holds it under his 
wife's bare tit and squirts a long, skinny stream 
of her milk into it. He passes the cup to the 
Devil. Mayor's wife seems to detlate where she 
sits. Mayor of Countenance creams the other 
two coffees and then gets up off his wife's lap 
and goes back to his seat to eat cake, whistling. 

~Oh you are such a disgusting fuck, 
Mayor's wife says. 

Her whole front flaps open carcass-wise. 
Devil can’t help but notice. And the beauty of 
it, too, his coffee is exquisite. 

After dinner the soft of the sitting room 
sofa puts the Mayor to sleep almost instantly. 
Mayor's wife sits there sulking with a cushion 
hugged to her chest. Dr. Cook stands up to 
leave, gets his top hat, waits at the door. 
Mayor's wife goes to him with arms crossed 
and unlocks the deadbolt. 

~Never mind the dress, Devil says. 

He slips his hand up under her arms into 
the cool opening. She doesn't move, except her 
cyes come up to meet his. Then Paris Cook is 
gone into the night. #~ 

Clark Roth lives with his guy in Philly and 
fronts the hot-core band Kandy Whales, He can be 
reached at clarkroth2001@yahoo.com 


WRITER'S BLOCK 
yland - 


Mondays June 23 & 30 and 7&14 
Fee: $100 July ; 


MC Hyland is a poet and community educator. 
Her poems have appeared in The Philadelphia 
Independent, HiNgE, and Joss. This August she 
will begin work towards a M.FA. in Creative 
Writing at The University of Alabama. 


ORACLES AT THE MARGIN OF LITERATURE 
Bob Gallagher 

Tuesdays * June 24 & July 1, 8 & 15 * 7-9pm 
Fee:$100 


Was there a time when poetry and philosophy 
were twin sprouts of the same pod? The apho- 
risms of the pre-Socratics seem to suggest it. 
Was it to recover the original unity that W.B. 
Yeats devoted years of his middle life to reading 
Kant, Husserl, the “profound” McTaggart and 
others? Why was Bradley so important to the 
young T.S. Eliot that he wrote a whole book on 
Bradley's philosophy? Why was Borges obsessed 
with Berkeley-or coming the other way, why 
Heidegger with Holderin, Filke and Trakl? Join 
Bob Gallagher in the investigation of these ques- 
tions when he presents Oracles at the Margin of 
Literature, a seminar on the poetics of philoso- 
phy. 

Bob Gallagher shied away from writing this 
bio, claiming that he is “as uncredentialed as 
Heraclitus in his humble cave.” However, his vast 
knowledge and eloquence on the subjects of phi- 
losophy and literature make this a class not to be 
missed. Gallagher writes dramatic pieces in verse, 
which he performs at various venues around the 
city. 


INDEPENDENT AND SMALL PRESS 
PRODUCTION 

Wednesdays * June 25 &July 2, 9 & 16 * 7-9pm 
Fee: $100 


Representatives of four diverse small and inde- 
pendent presses will talk on all aspects of starting 
and maintaining a publishing company or little 
magazine. Bob Doto and Patrick Scanlon of 
MAN Press; Molly Russakoff, Ish Klein and 
Dan LaBeau, editors of Joss Magazine, 
Mattathias Schwartz, publisher and editor of The 
Philadelphia Independent, and another small press 
editor (tba), will cover editing, ‘soliciting materi- 
al, production, design, financing and distribution. 
We will consider large and small runs, cheap and 
fast production and hand bound editions. This 
course includes hands-on demonstration of 
Japanese book-binding technique and construc- 
tion. 


ANTHROPOLOGICAL JOURNALISM 

Jay Kirk 

Thursdays * June 26 and July 3* 7-9pm 
Fee:$50 

The idea of anthropological journalism is to 
immerse oneself in the life of the subject, rather 
than reporting from an aloof, removed, or emo- 
tionally distant point-of-view. Not only does this 
sort of creative non-fiction incorporate the 
devices of fiction—plot, character, dialogue, set- 
ting, etc.—but also the form of the essay, so that 
writers might attempt to understand something 
deeper about themselves, as well as their subject. 
In this course, we will discuss technique, 
research, the marriage of journalism and literary 
ambition, as well as the finer points of insinuat- 
ing yourself into the lives of interesting charac- 
ters. 

Jay Kirk has written for Harper's Magazine, The 
New York Times Magazine, Chicago Reader, 
Philadelphia City Paper, and Nerve.com. His first 
story for Harper's, “My Pimp, My Undertaker,” 
was selected for Best American Crime Writing 
2003. 


WRITING A LIFE 

Molly Layton 

Thursdays, July 10 & 17 7-9pm 
Fee:$50 

Writing a memoir requires the ability to toler- 
ate the surprising twists of our experience of self. 
In this two-session class, participants will explore 
an incident from their own experience through a 
series of short writing exercises aimed at devel- 
oping the writer's voice, powers of observation, 
and capacity for investing a tale with meaning. 
We'll look at the interplay between the writer as 
the person who experiences events and the writer 
as the person who observes and later reflects on 
events, We'll look at such technical issues as how 
to layer concrete details and how to show (not 
tell). Come prepared with paper and pencil and 
a willingness to read at least a little of what you 
write. 

Molly Layton is a psychologist in private prac- 
tice inthe "Chestnut Hill area of Philadelphia. 
She has written essays for the Psychotherapy 
Networker Magazine for the past 20 years, includ- 
ing three essays which were selected as among 
the Networkers best ten essays in twenty years of 
publishing. 
————————————————— 
————————————— 


THE ART OF ENTREPENEURSHIP 
Don Silver 
Mondays, July 21 & 28 and August 4 & 11 
Fee: $200 

People who own small businesses are likely to 
be Seu doing what they do not because 
they have to, but because they feel called to. 
Often before there's the business, there's an 


idea, passion, some higher purpose. We don’t 
always wind up where we thought we would. 
Yes, we will review the basics of business — 
finance, strategy, operations, human resources, 
marketing and sales — but we will also look at 
the nexus of numbers and ideas, livelihood and 
lifestyle, the importance of measuring psychic 
satisfaction along with financial return. In addi- 
tion to problem-solving, participants should 
expect to push themselves for creative new 
approaches to business challenges, to explore 
ways of raising or borrowing money, and how to 
balance actual business performance and expec- 
tations. By the end, everyone should either have 
a business plan or be on their way to writing 
one. 

Don Silver began his career in the 1980s in 
the music industry, first as Manager of A&R 
(Artists and Repertoire) for Arista Records and 
then as an entrepreneur, producing, managing 
and publishing songwriters and recording artists 
in New York. From 1984 to 1999, he worked in 
corporate America, eventually running a manu- 
facturing company before quitting to become a 
consultant and full-time writer. Don holds a BS 
in Management and an MFA from Bennington 
College, is a published poet, essayist and is cur- 
rently completing his first novel. 


THE BUSINESS OF POETRY 

Tuesdays, July 22 & 29 and August 5 & 12 
7-9pm 

Fee:$100 


This weekly seminar features four guest speak- 
ers, each representing a different view of how to 
go about establishing yourself in the larger poet- 
ry community. Elizabeth Scanlon, managing edi- 
tor of American Poetry Review, Elaine Terranova, 
widely published poet and winner of The Walt 
Whitman Prize; Melissa Franklin, director of 
Pew Fellowships in the Arts, and poet CA 
Conrad, whose star is suddenly and steadily ris- 
ing, will address the subjects of submitting to 
journals, manuscript preparation, individual 
artists grants and carving out a living as a poet. 
Plenty of solid information, including grant 
applications and sample journals to take with 


you. 


POETRY WORKSHOP 

Molly Russakoft 

Wednesdays July 23 & 30 and August 6 & 13 
fee: $100 


This workshop starts from the assumption that 
poems are not so much constructed but exist as 
relics among the conscious and subconscious 
landscapes, whether as fragments or complete 
specimens. Concepts such as language, structure 
and content, which are traditionally used to 
define poems and give them value, will be used as 
tools in excavating that light and shadowy place. 


Bring your best poem to share as a departure 
int. 


Polly Russakoft’s poems have been published 
in The Paris Review, American Poetry Review and 
other literary journals. She received a Pew 
Fellowship for poetry in 1993. She was a teach- 
ing assistant at The Jack Kerouac School for 
Disembodied Poetics at Naropa Institute in the 
late 1970's, where she worked with and studied 
under Ted Berrigan, Allen Ginsberg, Geregory 
Corso and many other luminaries of the Beat, 
New York and Black Mountains schools. She 
currently owns Molly’s Café & Bookstore and 
co-edits Joss Magazine. 


THE URBAN MUSE 
Don Belton 

Thursdays July 24 & 31 
Fee: $50 


Philadelphia, the famous city of neighborhoods 
is a site rife for excavating personal, cultural and 
political narratives from the birth of American 
Independence to the tragic bombing on Osage 
Avenue; from the days when Dick Clark spun 
records for sophisticate teens on a West 
Philadelphia TV soundstage to the “Hack” TV 
episodes currently being conjured on the streets 
of the city’s “Gay-borhood” district. This two- 
week workshop is for writers of all levels who 
wish to write with greater depth of vision and 
power about Billy Penn's “green country” town. 
Using writing exercises and discussion, you will 
develop your own voice and personal mythology 
with the city as your muse. You'll get support, 
inspiration, instruction and lots of serious fun. 
Bring a notebook and your favorite writing 
implement. 

Don Belton is a novelist, journalist and editor. 
He is native of Philadelphia and an erstwhile 
habitue of New York, Paris, London, Sao Paulo 
and Amsterdam. He has written for Newsweek, 
the Corporation for Public Broadcasting, 
Philadelphia Inquirer, The Advocate and Utne 
Reader. He currently teaches literature and cre- 
ative writing at Temple University. 


CARTOONING WORKSHOP 
Jacob Weinstein 

August 7 & 14 

Fee: $50 


In comics the relationship between form and 
content is especially strong. Starting with turn of 
the century cartoonists like Herriman, Feininger, 
& Sterret and working toward cacy ain) hea 
toonists like Herge, Panter, Doucet, & Ware, 
we'll look at how these cartoonists’ individual 
styles inform the stories they choose to tell. We'll 
also touch on Character Design, Page 
Breakdowns, Drawing vs. Design, and 
Storytelling. People are encouraged to bring their 
own comic work, but the class will stress commu- 
nication over draftsmanship and is open to any- 
one interested in visual narratives. 

Jacob Weinstein’s debut graphic novel, 
Dirty Boxes, received the Xeric Grant for 
self-publishing and was featured in the 
international exhibition of experimental 
comic art in Angouleme France. He current- 
ly is the Art Director and Designer of The 
Philadelphia Independent. 
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olly’s Café & Bookstore is a gener- 

¥ Lal interest used bookstore, located 
in the heart of the Italian Market. We are 
dedicated to providing a variety of high 
quality literature at reasonable prices and 
a comfortable space to the literary and 
arts community. Since its opening in 
April of 2002, the store has supported 
the efforts of our community of artists 


F SVENES, SHOWCASING ic ) pune 
“tions and publishing Joss, a journal of 
‘poetry. We are open 7 days a week, from 
10 till 5, and this summer we will extend 
our hours into the night. (Evening hours 


to 50 literary 


involved in the Philadelphia literary and 
arts community since 1978. In 1995, she 
was awarded a Pew Fellowship for poet- 
ry. Her work has heen published in liter- 


ws 


> REGISTRATION c& 


Aputt CLASSES: 
Classes are limited to 10 students, filled on a 
first-come-first serve basis. If a minimum of 
5 students per class is not met, the class will be 
cancelled and tuition will be refunded. A $25 
non-refundable deposit per class is required 
upon registration. The balance must be paid 


AMOUNT ENCLOSED 
BALANCE DUE 


METHOD OF PAYMENT: 


THE PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT 


MOLLY > 


x) SUMMER 2003 CR 


CLASSES, WORKSHOPS 
AND SPECIAL EVENTS 


REGISTER BY JUNE 22 


1010 SOUTH 9TH STREET, PHILADELPHIA PA19147 
TELEPHONE: 215.923.3367 EMAIL: MOLLYSBOOKS@COMCAST.NET 
WWW.MOLLYSBOOKS.COM 


ary journals including The Paris Review 
and American Poetry Review. 

Molly studied poetry at Stockton State 
College with Stephen Dunn, who later 
went on to win almost every prize a poet 
can win. In 1977 and 1978, she was a stu- 
dent and teaching assistant at The Jack 
Kerouac School for Disembodied Poetics 
at Naropa Institute, where she worked 
with and studied under Ted Berrigan,. 


York’ and Black Mountain schools of 
poetry. Her time at Naropa has inspired 
her creative life and provides the spiritu- 
al and ideological underpinnings of this 
summer's program. She is a third gener- 
ation bookseller, owner and operator of 
Molly’s Café & Bookstore. She also co- 
edits Joss, a poetry magazine that is pub- 
lished out of the store, and is poetry edi- 
tor for The Philadelphia Independent. 


How TO REGISTER: 


address your registration and inquiries to: 


Molly's Café & Bookstore 
1010 S.9th Street 
Philadelphia, PA 19147 
215-923-3367 
email: mollysbooks@comcast.net 


many other luminaries of the Beat, New 


You can register by mail, phone, email or in-person. 
We accept cash, checks and credit cards. Please 


FEE 


TOTAL 


Expiration Date 


___ CHECK (make checks payable to Molly's Café & Bookstore) 


NOVEL-IN-PROGRESS: READING 
Sunday, July 13 @ 7pm 


Dan LaBeau will read from Dennis Eagle, a polit- 
cal farce about a bumbling presidential candidate. 

Labeau is a graduate of The Iowa Writer's” 
Workshop and a reciptent of a Maytag Fellowship 
for poetry. He is an editor of Joss Magazine. 


NOVEL-IN-PROGRESS: READING 
Sunday, August 3 @ 7pm 


Nathaniel Popkin will read from his novel 
Destruction. 

Nathaniel R. Popkin is the author of Song of the 
City (2002 Four Walls Eight Windows), which 
was called an "exquisitely literary and accom- 
plished first book" by Carlin Romano of the 
Philadelphia Inquirer. He has worked for more 
than a decade in Philadelphia's neighborhoods as 
a planner and activist. Originally from Bucks 
County, Pennsylvania, Popkin moved to 
Philadelphia for undergraduate, then graduate 
school (where he received a master's degree in 
city planning from the University of 
Pennsylvania), and never looked back. A fine art 
photographer and lover of the peripatetic lifestyle 
city living affords, Popkin makes his home with 
his wife and two children in Philadelphia's 
"Bazaar." Destruction is his first novel. 


TEEN POETRY WORKSHOP 
AND OPEN READING 
Sunday, July 20 and August 10 @ 7pm 


Natalie Felix will lead teens in writing exercis- 
es, collaborative and otherwise, to loosen your 
mind and work that poetry muscle. Bring your 
poems to read after the workshop. 

Natalie is a poet and spoken word performer. 
She has hosted several open reading series for 
adults and teens around the city. 


AN EVENING WITH THE FIENDS 
Sunday, June 29 @ 7pm 


Happily married for 21 years, Elizabetha and 
Allen Fiend will offer us a slice of domestic bliss, 
giving us a glimpse into the yin and yang of 
domestic life. Elizabeth will share some bizarre 
hosting tips and chronicle our changing percep- 
tions of nutrition, as culled from her vintage 
cooking and entertaining book collection. Allen 
will present the physical side of the written word, 
a combination reading and Olympic competi- 
tion. See the strain of the body as it spits out the 
mind. 

Elizabeth is a filmmaker, author, artist, musi- 
cian and all-round great gal. Her comics have 
appeared in hundreds of underground magazines 
as well as R. Crumb’s Weirdo and Screw 
Magazine. She isa self-taught nutritionist and _ 
vegetarian cook as well as a writer and the host of 
the anarchist home economics TV show “BiG 
TeA PaRtY”. Allen is a writer, poet, sports 
enthusiast, music master for “BiG TeA PaRtY” 
and all-around great guy. The Fiends are found- 
ing members of the psycho-trash band More 
Fiends. They have recorded 9 records/CDs. 
Allen is the bass player. Elizabeth plays slide gui- 
tar. 


VIDEO SCREENING: 
“ECHOES OF A GHOST MINYAN” 
Sunday, July 27 @ 7pm 


At one time, South Philadelphia was the sec- 
ond largest Jewish community in North America, 
second only to New York's Lower East Side. 
"Echoes of a Ghost Minyan” documents this 
once-thriving community and illuminates the 
lives of those who once lived, worked and wor- 
shipped there. Co-producers and writers Joe Van 
Blunk and Gustave Rosanio will talk about the 
film after the screening. 

Joe Van Blunk is a descendant of a family that 
has lived in South Philadelphia since the 18th 
century. He is a freelance writer and supple- 
ments his income as a longshoreman on 
Philadelphia's waterfront. He also directed and 
narrated this film. Gustave Rosanio is the 
descendant of Italian immigrants who settled in 
South Philadelphia in the late 19th century. He 
studied history at LaSalle University and arche- 
ology at Oxford University. Van Blunk and 
Rosanio have made two other documentaries: 
Waterfront Peacemaker and soon to be released 
Boardwalk, shot in Wildwood NJ. 


FRIDAY NIGHTS 


FreE- UNLESS OTHERWISE NOTED 


FREQUENCY BENEFIT 
June 27@8pm 
free admission/donations accepted 


Frequency, an audio poetry journal compiled 
and edited by Magdelena Zurawski and CA 
Conrad, has been “in the can” since February 
2003, but more funds are needed for its produc- 
tion. Please join us for a reading by the editors 
and contributors so we can, at last, hear this 
amazing compilation of such poets as Alice 
Notley, Eileen Myles, Frank Sherlock, Molly 
Russakoff, Gil Ort, and many other amazing tal- 
ents! A really good party will follow. Admission 
is tree but donations will be gratefully accepted. 


STEVE WEBER 
July 11@8pm 


Legendary vocalist and survivor of 60's psych 
bands Steve Weber will play and sing for us. 
Weber, along with Pete Staempfle, was a found- 
ing member of the amorphous old- 
timey/folk/psych band The Holy Modal 
Rounders, which recorded its first record on 
Prestige in 1963 and, most recently, Too Much 
Fun and I Make a Wish for a Potato on Rounder 
Records. HMR eventually dissolved as Weber 
and Staempfle grafted onto The Fugs. 


~ Maytag'Fellowship for poetry in 1995. Ish is an 
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POETRY: CHRIS McCREARY & DON RIGGS 
July 25@8pm 


Chris McCreary is co-editor of ixnay press 
(www.durationpress.com/ixnay) and author of 
The Effacements (Singing Horse Press). His 
reviews and interviews have recently appeared in 
Rain Taxi, Review of Contemporary Fiction, and 
Xconnect. 

Don Riggs holds a Master's Degree in 
Literature and a Ph.D. in Comparative 
Literature at the University of North Carolina 
and a second master’s degree in Creative Writing 
from Temple University. He teaches composi- 
tion and Science Fiction at Drexel University. 
He also writes a monthly column on 
called “Lazy Dog” at www.drexel.edu/doj for the 
Drexel Online Journal. 


JOSS MAGAZINE 

RELEASE READING AND PARTY 
August 1@8pm 

Admission: purchase of magazine 


A reading by editors and contributors of Joss 
Magazine, the in-house poetry journal of Molly's 
Café & Bookstore, will celebrate the release of its 
third issue, on the theme of small poems. 
Reprints of back issues will also be available. All 
proceeds from the sales of the magazine will go 
toward future publishing projects. 


POETRY: W.D. EHRHART & JC TODD 
August 8@8pm 


W. D. Ehrhart currently teaches English and 
history at the Haverford School in Haverford, 
Pennsylvania. The author or editor of 18 books of 
poetry and prose, most recently The Madness of It 
All: Essays on War, Literature and American Life. 

JC Todd is the author of Nightshade and 
Entering Pisces. Her poems have appeared in 
APR, The Paris Review, Prairie Schooner and 
other journals. She writes a quarterly literary 
column, Riverviews, for The Drunken Boat, an 
on-line journal. Awards include a Leeway 
Foundation Award, a Fellowship in Poetry from 
Pennsylvania Council on the Arts, five Pushcart 
Prize nominations and a residency fellowship to 
Schloss Wieperskorf 


OPEN READING 
August 15@8pm 


POETRY: JOSH BECKMAN & ISH KLEIN 
August 18@8pm 


Josh Beckman is the author of Something I 
Thought Would Be Different, Things Are 
Happening and Nice Hat. Thanks. (in collabora- 
tion with Matthew Rohrer). He was a winner of 
the APR-Hoenickman Prize. 

Ish Klein is a poet and filmmaker. She is a 
graduate of Columbia University and The Iowa 
Writers Workshop. She was a recipient of a 


editor! of Jost Magazine. Her film The People 
Concerned debuted at Space 1026 this spring. 


SATURDAY 
AFTERNOONS 


FOR KIDS ACCOMPANIED BY ADULTS 
FREE- UNLESS OTHERWISE NOTED 


RATS! 


June 28@1pm 


Avid rat enthusiast Maria Pandolti will bring her 
lovable, cuddly, misunderstood rats for you to meet 
and she will tell you all about them. After you get 
acquainted, she will lead the Kids in a rat-related 
arts and crafts project. 

Maria is a rat rescuer, finding homes tor dis- 
placed companion and laboratory rats. She owns 
Handsom Boy Designs, which produces a line of 
creative pet products. She also is an experienced art 
teacher and runs Create-A-Theme Parties, a cre- 
ative party service for children. 


STASIA'S STORYTIME 
July 12@1pm 


WHYY anchor Stasia deMarco will read lesser 
known fairy tails by the masters on the afghan in 
the kids section. Stop by the café on your way in 
or out for chocolate chip or peanut butter cook 
ies and other time-honored treats. 


PROFESSOR ORBICITY'S MALABARISTIC 
CIRCUS 
July 19@1pm 


Come see the Professor demonstrate the art of 
jugglery under the tin awning in front of the 
store. Cool off at our lemonade stand, built espe 
cially for the occasion by real kids. 


MAD HATTER'S TEA PARTY 
July 26@1pm 


Join Alice, The March Hare, the Mad Hatter 
and friends for tea and absurdity. Afterwards, the 
Wonderland characters will read trom the book 
Eat Me cookies and bottles of Drink Me avail 
able tor purchase at the café. 


TEDDY BEAR'S PICNIC 
August 2@1pm 
free admission 


WHYY weekend anchor Stasia deMarco will 
read some really cute teddy bear stones. Whole 
wheat honey hermits available at the caté 
BYOB (Bring Your Own Bear) 


THREE GENERATIONS STORYTIME 
August 9@1pm 


Molly, her 72-year-old mother Shassy and her 
10-year-old daughter Carla will read their favonte 
children’s books on the afghan in the kids section 
at the back of the store. Schnecken will be for sale 
at the café as a tnbute to Grandmom Sadie 
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Pride of Philadelphia 


Since 1994 


GJianfranco’s 
Pizza Rustica 


Delivery or Pick-up 
6 North Third St. 
215-592-0048 


“These fellows know how to keep the 
pizza fresh, and the line moving.” 
-The Philadelphia Independent 


2439 Amber Street 
Philadelphia, PA 
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FREE FISHTOWN BEER TASTINGS 


CALL 215-634-2600 


Fotterall 
Square 


Schwartz 
Playground 
ve 


“Norris si 


Come visit 
our new 
home in-—- 
Fishtown 
and see 
where Yards’ 
award- 
winning ales 
are born. 


Tours available Tuesday through Saturday. 
Noon to 3 pm or by appointment. Groups welcome by appointment. 
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RESTAURANT + BAR 


> 2029 WALNUT PHILA 19103 215.567.5000 


Advertise in The Independent 


UNLESS YOU'RE SELLING ONE OF THE 
FOLLOWING: Telephonic procuresses, ‘mas- 
sages,’ automobiles, tiki bars, hot legal action, 
prompt and discreet services, one hundred percent 
fernales, intimate encounters, votes, schools of bar- 
tending, sophisticated encounters, mortgages, cig- 
arettes, real talk, “free penis pill reports,” interna 
tionally renowned disk jockeys, or hot local guys in 
which case we thank you for your interest but kindly 
suggest youd get more for your money ehewhere. 
BUT WE'RE THE BEST IN TOWN FOR: 
Monthly events, quality items, small businesses, 


pleasant restaurants, movers, museums, bicycle 
dealers, pubs, books, stamps, chess items, pipes, 
announcements, manifestos, things of the 
moment, full-page proclamations, things not of 
the moment & ads for or about oneself. 
THE PITCH: 
Ads start at eighty dollars, 
Call 215 - 351 - 0777 
to reserve your space 
in the newspaper 
that gets read 
& gets kept. 


HOW TO DRINK BEER 


Debauchery for Beginners 


a” BY JEN SHIMONY ~ 


‘A woman drove me to drink and I didn't even have the decency to thank her.” -W.C. FIELDS 


sk any wine geek for the expert way to 

sample a vintage and you'll get a lec- 

ture. You have to have the proper 
method of cork removal and the right 
stemware. You have to let the wine breathe. 
You can’t speak in harsh tones near the wine or 
wear cheap synthetic fabrics. Blah, blah, blah. 
But beer, well that’s simple. Pour. Sip. Repeat. 
Right? Not exactly. 

There are some tips that can enhance one’s 
beer tasting. The first rule is to always have 
something handy with which to open your bot- 
tle. This needn't be complicated. Anything that 
works will suffice. Ladies should note that 
much like visible bra straps, using your teeth is 
gauche. 

The proper glassware follows simple logic. 
If you do not want your beer to get warm too 
quickly, don’t slog down pints. Many bars still 
offer beers by the “glass.” This usually is around 
eight ounces. If you intend to sample several 
beers then order them by the glass. You'll still 
recall how the first one tasted by the time you 
get to the third or fourth. Many bars and brew- 
pubs offer “flights” and will bring you five or so 
different beers in these small glasses. Mugs, 
however, offer no obvious advantage. Yet there 
is something satisfying in their heft. 

Then of course there are the Belgians. 
Many Belgian and Belgian-style breweries 
have gone as far as putting little pictograms on 
the back of their labels, showing a pint glass 
with a big ‘X’ over it beside a curvy goblet with 
a circle around it. The Belgians, it seems, are 
leaving nothing to chance. “Drink our beer 
from a goblet or pay the consequences!” While 
there is something to be said for the fruity 
aroma that lingers in the bow! of the glass, I’ve 
lapped spilt Chimay from a countertop and it 
was just as lovely. 


Weivens are best:served in a tall-glass.that - 


narrows slightly at the center and bells out 
again at the top to accommodate the regal 
head. When pouring from a bottle, pour slow- 
ly down the side of the glass, saving an ounce 
or so to swirl around the bottom of the bottle. 
This helps stir up the yeasty sediment at the 
bottom. Pour the remainder into your glass. 
The yeast is full of B-vitamins, which may help 
stave off a hangover. Of course, this will not 
help if you are so drunk that you wake up sand- 
wiched between your front door and screen 
door. All things in moderation, kittens. 
Usually there is no need to let your beer 
breathe, although I once had a skunky cider 
that benefited greatly from a few moments of 
rest after being uncorked. I prefer to think that 
it simply wanted to be alone with its thoughts. 
However, temperature can play a crucial role in 
the enjoyment of your beer. Ales are best 
served at approximately fifty-five degrees 
Fahrenheit. Some purists prefer English-style 
ales even warmer. Temperatures should be sim- 
ilar to those found in a cool cellar. Lagers can 
be drunk at colder temperatures but _ rethink 
the frosty mug because the colder your beer is, 
the less pronounced the flavor characteristics. 
If you paid seven dollars a bottle you definitely 


’ don't want to miss a single nuance. 


Another key to glassware is to keep it 
clean. Don't sip milk from your beer glasses. 
The fats leave an oily residue behind that will 
put a serious kibosh on your head retention. 
Martha can shove that in her handmade slip- 
cover and smoke it. 

Now you have the basics, but of course the 
best way to enjoy beer is whatever way you see 
fit, despite what those militant Belgians tell 
you. That’s why beer is so much more 
approachable than wine. Actually, pour, sip, and 
repeat keeps sounding better all the time. # 

1oJen Shimony ts a writer based in Philadelphia. 
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COOKING WITH SAL 


BY SAL RAZAVI & RICHARD CHARLES 


his town has a long history with cheese 

steaks. It seems as though certain inter- 
sections are crowded all weekend long with 
eaters hungrily waiting to give greasy dollars 
for this greasy treat. However, some 
Philadelphians find the boorish habit of biting 
into flesh a barbaric and abhorrent practice. 
For those squeamish and effete individuals, we 
propose this alternative sandwich made from a 
fine imported product. This inexpensive ($1.18 
for a ten oz. can) wheat gluten is guaranteed 
free from any vengeance from angry bovines. 
This delicious sandwich can be best enjoyed 
alone or with a friend, after a day at work or 
during a lazy afternoon. It’s probably not as 
good on a first date, as the sandwich can be 
messy, and a sloppy face is considered by some 
to be unattractive. 


INGREDIENTS 
(for two sandwiches): 


* one ten oz. can WuChung Brand Mock 
Chicken, available at Asia Supermarket 
(143 N. 11th St.) 

* one onion 

* two long rolls 

* four slices of cheese 

* salt & pepper 

* about ten ounces of water 

* one pan 


* one gas range 


First, you're going to want to get over any 
fear you have of this weird can of mock chick- 
en. Yes, it looks sort of strange, But the can is 
not filled with one solid mass of some low- 
grade chicken substitute from the far cast. 


Instead, you've got a whole lot of tasty half 


moons swimming in water. The texture is 
pretty solid — nothing like that chewy stuff you 


find in the coolers of your local chain super- 
market. It’s also much more forgiving on the 
stomach. After eating the sandwich, I felt just 
fine. In fact, I felt able to win first place in a 
foot race. Sadly, I could find no willing chal- 
lengers. 


1. Peel off the skin and chop that onion into 
big hunks — each one more than a half-inch 
square. 

2. Turn on the range. Turn that dial all the 
way to the right. Make those flames dance, my 
friend. Put the pan down and drop in your 
onion. Use a spatula to keep it moving, and put 
in a tablespoon or two of water when the 
onions start to stick. Don’t muck it up with any 
oil. That'll just ruin the flavor. I’m serious. 

3. While the onion is filling your kitchen 
with its painful aroma, pull out your can open- 
er and go to work on that tin of fake chicken. 
Peel off the lid and drain the water. It should 
take only a few seconds. 

4. When the onion turns a fine translucent 
color, you're ready for the fake chicken. Toss it 
in and turn it over a few times. Keep the heat 
up. You'll want to keep it cooking and keep 
mixing it up for about ten minutes or so. 
Again, throw in some water when it starts to 
stick to the pan. This will throw steam into the 
air and produce a gnarly, sizzling sound. 

5. Cut each roll down the center. Tear out 
some of the bread from the inside. This will 
hollow it out and make for a denser sandwich, 
Lay a few slices of cheese in the roll. 

6. When the fake chicken and onions are 
good and cooked, pour on the salt and pepper. 
Mix it around a bit, and put the tood into the 
roll, Let the cheese melt and put on some 
ketchup or barbecue sauce. Enjoy your meal 
and maybe pop open a soda pop. 

7, Give Sal a high five next time you see him. # 

Sal Razavi serves junk free food at Salsolito Café. 
Richard Charles eats junk free food at Salsolito Cafe. 
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The fishmongers at Quality Seafood have Lord Neptune's cell on the speed-dial. 


A Chef’s Guide to Chinatown 


~ BY 


Chinese food. Foods such as lo mein, 

scallion pancakes and the heaping pu pu 
platter were what I took to be authentic. But 
after embarking on a career as a chef, ] grew a 
skeptical about the authenticity of the Chinese 
food of my youth. How can a menu with 300 
items that never change manage to be fresh? 
Why do so many Chinese restaurants cater to 


S ince childhood I’ve had a love affair with 


the derivative American perception of the cui- 
sine, rather than being unique? Why serve such 
cheap, boring and identical dishes? 1 wanted 
what the cooks were eating, but my Center 
City colleagues were unable to answer my 
questions. | wanted to find Philadelphia's real 
Chinese food. 

A fortunate move a year ago to a few blocks 
from Chinatown has changed my mind for the 
better. Chinatown is always alive with people 
searching for the freshest fish, meat, and pro- 
duce. Every ingredient anyone could ever want 
is available. At first, I watched this neighbor- 
hood-wide treasure hunt from afar with envy. 
Then I joined in, making time to explore and 
to taste. It’s now easier for me now to under- 
stand the underlying importance of freshness 
in Chinese cuisine, and the differences 
between the types of restaurants in Chinatown. 
Here’s the best from what I have found that 
Chinatown has to ofter. 

Shiao Lan Kung (930 Race St.) and Sang 
Kee Peking Duck House (238 N. 9th St.) rep- 
resent some of the best of the old guard in 
Chinatown. These highly successful restau- 
rants have won well-deserved acclaim from the 
greater Philadelphia community and the 
media. But a lone diner can’t always afford to 
try more than one dinner entree. Lately, I’ve 
been attracted to places that seem to be difter- 
ent. Places where | can eat like a king for under 
five dollars, where I can point to an intriguing 
set of ciphers on the menu and know I'll get a 
delicious surprise in return. 

Ting Wong (138 N. 10th St.) was one of 
the first places I noticed. A combination retail 
butcher shop and restaurant, it prides itself on 
turn and burn service and inexpensive but 
amazing food (nothing is over eight dollars). 
Peking duck, scallion chicken, and roast pork 
are among the things hanging in the window 
ready for takeout or dine-in treatment. They 
have hundreds of items on the menu, but all 
the dishes are based on these few fresh roasted 
meats on top of rice or noodles. Their noodle 
soups are delicious and might very well contain 
the best wontons in town. The Hong Kong rice 
noodles are another favorite, bathed in a thick 
meat-based sauce flavored with five-spice and 
topped with meat or vegetables. 

Run by Le Hong and her family for over 
twenty years, Quality Seafood (140 N. 10th 
St.) is a fish market you can trust. They provide 
some of the freshest seafood to many top 
restaurants in Chinatown and the rest of the 
city. I first tasted Quality’s live rock shrimp 
they supplied at Morimoto (723 Chestnut St.). 
The shrimp were sweet and tender, worth 
every cent of their luxury price tag. Besides the 
tasty rock shrimp, Quality has many other live 
varieties of fish, crabs, lobster and shellfish on 
display. For those that don’t like to watch their 
dinner being killed, there is always a fresh 
selection of Chilean sea bass, perch, monktish, 
porgy and many daily specials. Look for live 
snapper COMMING soon, 

Sall on 10th Street, the Sidewalk Sweet 
Shop (148 N.10th St.) is a small shop that 
does a few things right and doesn't do much 
else. The place is primarily what the name sug- 
gests. It’s a small spot to get a quick drink and 
a snack, serving Chinese favorites such as the 
1,000 year-old egg and sticky rice. Bubble tea 
has been popular for a while now, and with 
over ten fresh fruit flavors to choose from, with 
or without those irritating tapioca pearls, it's 


ERIC KEMENES ~ 


the perfect drink on a summer’s day. There are 
only a dozen places to sit, so the service is 
always quick. The owners have a charming ten 
year-old daughter who translates for customers 
and her family, and knows the menu back to 
front. The menu is no more than thirty items 
long, and I’ve found it an ideal place to sample 
dishes you've never heard of. From the large 
portions of beef chow fun noodle soup, full of 
hunks of ginger, to chicken congee, nothing 
here runs more than four dollars. So if the 
menu gamble doesn't pay off and you don't like 
your dish, it won't break the bank. I have to say 
I've not had a bad meal yet. 

One late night on my way to Chinatown’s 
late night hotspot House of Chen, I was 
intrigued with a small a new shop across the 
street. Within a week I returned to Nam Zhou 
Hand Drawn La Mian House (927 Race St.). 
The restaurant’s fragrant open kitchen pro- 
duces some of the best soup and noodles I have 
had.in my travels. The small, thin-skinned 
wontons défy definition and are delicious. 
Dumplings come sweet or salt and melt in your 
mouth. Both appetizers come submerged in 
small bowls of lightly flavored broth. 

Soup seems the best way Nam Zhou 
expresses these hand made creations. As your 
order from seven different meat, fish and veg- 
etable combinations you hear the chef going to 
work. In full view of your table he bangs, 
stretches and cuts your noodles to order, 
before cooking them in rolling vats of water. 
They arrive to the table garnished simply with 
some greens and cilantro. But there is nothing 
simple about the broth that envelops the noo- 
dles. It is a deep flavor with a heady aroma of 
ginger and star anise. The noodles are stellar, 
though my general qualm with meat in noodle 
soups is that is so hard to eat when you're try- 
ing to separate the bones from the meat in 
broth. There is no easy way to tackle this, so 
I'd recommend the oxtail noodle soup, but 
only if you're ready to work a bit. Beef “chop 
suey” noodle soup happened to be tripe, so 
consider yourself warned, but I loved it. For an 
average price of five dollars, it’s a great bargain 
considering the huge portions. The only dish 
at Nam Zhou that was a little disappointing 
happened to be a dish labeled “assortment.” As 
it was listed among the many varied house 
specialties, I naively thought it was a tasting of 
some of their best items on the list. Instead I 
was greeted by a stir-fry of pig stomach with 
vegetables. 

No trip to Chinatown for me is complete 
without stopping at the Asia Bakery (117 N. 
10th St.) and picking up a pork bun. At fifty 
cents each, baked, steamed, barbeque, or com- 
bination you can afford to try them all. 

It’s generally a good idea to trust your 
instincts about whatever looks good and fresh. 
It you have no idea, just keep on searching. 
Hopefully you'll be able to find your own 
favorites to add to this short list. # 

Erte Kemenes ts a professional chef who is in 
between jobs. This ts his first contribution to THE 
INDEPENDENT 
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THE NEW CANON 


Studying the Classics at the Paul Green School of Rock 


t was as if, for one night only, the North 
Star had been converted into a junior high 
school auditorium. At the back of the 
Fairmount club the bar served up lemon-lime 
soda pop to thirteen year-old girls who gos- 
siped energetically about who liked Bobby 
while parents fired up their camcorders to cap- 
ture the opening notes of the March recital. 
The guitarist C.J. Tywoniak was still recov- 
ering from leg surgery and hobbled to the stage 
on crutches. Tywoniak was about to perform 
works from Frank Zappa's Hot Rats, Sheik 


« Yerbouti, and One Size Fits All, albums noted 
¢ for combining several musical genres into com- 


plex song structures that can intimidate even 
the most adept adult musicians. But nine year- 
old Tywoniak would not be denied. His tiny 


- fingers stretched in emulation of Zappa’s own 
. reach as he nailed down the lead with mature 
+ authority. 


Beside the stage, just outside the spotlight’s 


+ halo, stood a short, stout figure, whipping the 
: band up into a cacophonous frenzy. At the end 
. of the song, the impresario plucked young 


Tywoniak off the stage and readied the amps 


2 and microphones for the next number. This 
z was Paul Green, the founder, director, conduc- 
< tor, roadie and front-row cheerleader for the 


Paul Green School of Rock. 
Green is a boyish and slightly disheveled 


- thirty year-old, with messy brown hair and eyes 


flashing with manic energy, like they've got 
something they just have to tell you. He wears 
ragged jeans with faded monothrome t-shirts 


and sneakers. It is the uniform of the diehard 
. rock apostle, so devoted to its tenets that he has 


followed them into an extended adolescence. 
The school traces its origins back to 1998, 
when Green, who taught one-on-one guitar 
lessons in his living room, began to hold infor- 
mal student jam sessions. That fall, a small 
group of Green disciples was invited to per- 
form at a first Friday art opening held at the 
now-defunct Griffin Café in Old City. A 
packed house watched in amazement. The 


~ crowd liked watching kids play rock. Through 
- his student shows and through word-of- 
} mouth, Green took on more students. He quit 


his job cutting fish for seven dollars an hour at 


: Reading Terminal Market. He married Lisa 


Soden, the lead singer for the band Sweet 
Pussy. They had a son, Walden. The school has 
also borne fruit. Green now teaches rock and 


. roll to 130 students out of two floors of an 
« office building in Chinatown. 


¥ 


The Paul Green School of Rock is not just 
a school in the sense that it takes students and 
holds classes, it is also a school of thought, 
much like the Frankfurt School of social theo- 
ry and the Chicago School of economics. Long 
after his students graduate and scatter across 
the earth, Green hopes they will continue to 
spread his particular doctrine of rock, complete 


| with its own strict methodology and hallowed 
+ canon of greats. The School disdains the 


melancholy and “soft” sects of the rock and roll 


- genre, prizing instead bold and anthemic 
_ artists—Green calls them “musically muscu- 


lar”—who the students emulate through hours 


of intense rehearsal. 
“I’m not an aesthetic relativist,” said Green, 


who holds a Bachelor of Arts in Philosophy 


_ from the University of Pennsylvania. “I believe 


there is such a thing as good art and bad art, 
and that the trained mind can tell the differ- 
ence. Rock music now sucks. If Radiohead was 
around in ‘72, they would be like the forty-fifth 
best band out there ... I'll take Grand Funk 
Railroad over hens 

If Green were teaching philosophy, Frank 


1300 Pine St. 


weekdoys 7 a.m. te midnight 


~ BY DANIEL MORRELL ~ 


Zappa would probably hold the place of 
G.W.F. Hegel or Ludwig Wittgenstein on the 
syllabus—the really hard stuff that you only 
give to doctoral ninjas who have the training 
and patience to handle it. Novice students 
begin with the basics of 1980s rock, from the 
early Beastie Boys carol “Fight For Your Right 
to Party,” to the utopian hymn “We Are the 
World.” The intermediate syllabus consists of 
Black Sabbath, Led Zeppelin, the Who, 
Queen, Eric Clapton, and Santana. Eventually, 
Green's best students are permitted to tackle 
Zappa. It is at shows featuring these advanced 
students that school’s goal is most apparent — 
to wow the audience with difficult material 
gracefully performed by juvenile progenies, to 
have fans show up expecting to cheer on a rag- 
tag gang of amateurs and leave totally blown 
away by some of the most proficient rock 
musicians they have ever encountered live. 

“The thing that works best with the kids is 
the ‘I can't believe the kids are playing that 
stuff’ material,” says Green. While any main- 
stream classic rock disk jockey would find the 
school’s theory of what counts as rock and roll 
to be parochial, Green says he tries to keep an 
open mind. 

“If we played only what I liked, we'd just do 
four Jethro Tull shows every week,” jokes 
Green, who is training a flutist for just such an 
event. Jimi Hendrix and David Bowie also 
make the cut, but the school dismisses the leg- 
endary status of other so-called “greats.” 

“Stevie Ray Vaughan was a bitch,” Green 
said in earnest, before venturing an even bold- 
er hypothesis: “The Beatles suck.” 

Flamboyant and unconsidered pronounce- 
ments like these are part of what makes Green 
that rare cool teacher; the one who has a pas- 
sion for something more dear to his students 
than mathematics or history; the one whose 
willingness to dismiss all outside authority res- 
onates in the hearts of his teenage flock, who 
take him as their own model for how to be a 
compelling and effective rebel. 

When the kids begin to stream into the 
school at 2:30 one afternoon, Green shifts into 
his highest gear. He is giving an interview, 
answering the phone, advising a hopeful rock 
school founder from St. Louis, gently jibing 
the students, and denouncing modern music all 
at the same time. Green's maniacal laugh and 
wiry brown hair, now on end, both seem to 
grow in volume as the kids pour into the 
school. He is a show all in himself, feeding off 
the attention of the students who have finally 
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found an adult they can respect, perhaps 
because, like them, Green has kept his com- 
promises to an absolute minimum. 

Entering 1320 Race Street, the reception- 
ist for the first floor Local 8 Stagehand Union 
office directs visitors to a jittery elevator ride 
up to the Paul Green School of Rock, which 
occupies the second and third floors. Green’s 


» desk sits at the edge of an open array.of couch- 


es surrounded by walls adorned with the faces 
of Hendrix, Page, Bowie and Young. Whatever 
space is left is covered by posters for the stu- 
dents’ shows and pictures of them performing. 
A gaggle of children sit around in this living 
room and roam about, wrestling and joshing 
each other like cousins who've always lived in 
the same town. The halls are strewn with 
amplifiers and recording equipment. The third 
floor has a Thom Lessner mural on the wall 
depicting numerous mythical rock figures, 
assembled in a pantheon as unlikely and stun- 
ning as the statues lining the walls of St. Peter’s 
Basilica. 

As Green shows his charges how to play 
the right chords and strike the right poses, his 
entire enterprise also provides the students 
with an apprenticeship in another kind of per- 
formance art that will occupy the majority of 
their remaining waking hours— commerce. 
After three decades of iconoclasm, Green has 
learned that a career of unsubsidized, full-time 
rebellion can’t last unless it negotiates a shaky 
truce with the free-market system. Green has 
managed to do this, to find his own sweet spot 
on the slippery middle ground between burn- 
ing out and selling out. He has succeeded the 
hard way, building a small business that allows 
him to get paid while retaining total control 
over his project. That project is something that 
transcends fixing leaky pipes or serving up a 
good hot meal. Green makes a living providing 
what may arguably be two of most essential 
services in any community—the transmission 
of cultural knowledge, and keeping track of 
kids after they're let out of school. 

“I actually make a lot of money,” Green 
said. “I make enough money to support a fam- 
ily.” With all of the positive media attention 
Green has received from the likes of Spin and 
the Associated Press, he has even toyed with 
the notion of franchising the idea, “a Rock 
School in every strip mall, like Tae Bo,” but 
this would be improbable, “unless I can clone 
myself.” Green has no qualms with making 
money from rock and roll and says he would 
welcome further improvements to his standard 


weekends 8 a.m. te midnight 


of living. “I believe you get rocking, you get a 
bus, you trash hotel rooms. That’s rock and 
roll.” But most of the time, Green appears 
more than satisfied with where the school is 
right now. When a student presented Green 
with a tuition payment in cash, Green, who 
had been halfheartedly pressing kids for their 
payments all afternoon, was shocked. “Whoa, 
you actually have it?” he asked, and proceeded 
to dance around while folding the bills into his 
fe 

In lieu of a franchise, Green’s working plan 
for financial security involves renovating the 
third floor, at a cost of $8,000, to include a par- 
ents’ lounge, more practice spaces, and snack 
bar. “The kids are always running someplace 
else to get snacks, so why not just have it here?” 

Compared to Harvard, Princeton, and the 
rest of America’s most learned babysitters, 
tuition at the Paul Green School of Rock is a 
bargain. Every kid can browse the all-you-can 
eat buffet of rock and roll learning. They can 
take lessons from Green's staff of fifteen 
instructors, use the space to practice, learn how 
to repair their instruments, and come in as 
often as they want. The kids that can afford it 
pay a flat fee of one hundred dollars per month, 
which helps fund a scholarship program for the 
kids that can't. Forty percent of the school’s 
students get full or partial scholarships, which 
add up to about $20,000 annually. The stu- 
dents range in age from six to nineteen. “It’s 


‘like Menudo,” Green said: “When-the kids get 


past high school, they're out.” 

Green teaches rock and roll like it was 
boarding school Latin. In other words, he is a 
fanatic looking for acolytes who will join him 
in worshipping the material. He is one of the 
first to train the current generation just how 
seriously they ought to take the entertainments 
of their parents. 

When asked just how he goes about teach- 
ing, Green turned to the crowd of students 
gathered around him. 

“You suck—practice. You suck—practice! 
You suck—PRACTICE!” he shouted, point- 
ing his finger at three random kids. They 
stared at their shoes and laughed. 

“That’s how I teach.” 

This is where Green feels modern rock has 
gone wrong—too much time spent cultivating 
attitudes and posing for photographs, and not 
enough hard work attending to technique. 

“Jimi Hendrix didn't just appear out of 
somebody's garage. He played with the Isley 
Brothers, Little Richard, the Army band. He 
learned how to play. Take Mitch Mitchell. He 
was a good drummer, but not one of the greats. 
But that guy can play the hell out of the snare 
drum, because someone sat him down at a 
snare drum and made him do rudiments.” 

Green would like nothing more than to be 
remembered as the apocryphal figure who 
appeared in the formative years of tomorrow's 
rock and roll legends, fanning the spark of a 
young talent into a mighty blaze with the bel- 
lows of his teachings. With his help, perhaps 
today’s C.J. Tywoniaks might blossom into 
tomorrow's Frank Zappas. 

“If you feel that a certain thing is good, 
then I feel a moral responsibility to plant the 
seeds of that good,” says Green. “To teach kids 


that they are not limited. If you are unafraid 


and diligent, it’s amazing what you can do.” #~ 

Daniel Morrell is currently studying journal- 
ism at Temple University. He enjoys the poetry of 
Paul Wolfowitz and is a part of the ignorant 
“bewildered herd.” He can be reached via email at 
dmorrell@temple.edu. This is bis first contribution 
to THE INDEPENDENT. 
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43RD ST & BALTIMORE AVE 
PHILADELPHIA 


Spring/Summer Hours 
Mon—Sat T—1] Sunday 9—8 
Take the Ne. 34 Treliey to our front door! 
Tel 316.222.3431 


UNDERGROUND uy i? 


Indie r@cklk 


WEST STATE STREET 

* DOY LESTOWN! BUCKS COUNTY 
C215): 348-2323 
ww w.sirenrecords.com 
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"WE'RE NoT 
PRETENDING" 


1214 SANSOM STREET 
PHILADELPHIA, PA 19107 


215.928.8118 
Fax: 215.928.0656 


WWW.FERGIES.COM 


Cars 
antiques 

furniture 
computers 
sporting goods 
vintage everything 


PHILADELPHIA 


RECORD 
EXCHANGE 


618 South Sth Street (215) 925 7892 


pbes 


and just about anything 
else you can think of! 


extra things clogging up your life? 
we can help you sell almost anything ! 


elephant cents 


701 south 7th street philadelphia, pa 19147 


215.922.0711 www.elephantcents.com 
infoSelephantcents.com 


, MOVING , 
COMPANY 


PHILADELPHIA, PENNSYLVANIA 


WWW.PLATINUMMOVING.NET 
PH. 215-221-6500 FAX: 215-221-0716 


THE PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT 


(,OQUETTES & COKEHEAD\ 


MAIL US YOUR FAVORITE SPOTTINGS & FINDINGS OR SEND SCANS @ 300 DPI TO CC@PHINDIE.COM 


JUNE 2003 


Famous for Fine Hats - And Caps! 
On South Street for 80 Years 


820 South Street 
Philadelphia 


(215) 733-0500 


VAN FOR SALE: 


1996 Chevy G20 Utility Van. 120,000 miles. V8 Engine. Runs 
great, current PA inspection. Seats two in front, cargo area & 
shelf in back behind partition. Security club included. $3,500 


O.B.O. Call 215-351-0777 for a test drive. 
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215-670-9535 
MAMBOMOVERS.COM 


Advertise in The Independent 


We TARGET THE FOLLOWING AUDIENCES: Retired 
tobacconists who sit indoors and play checkers, 
sober and decent citizens, street hawkers, cyclists, 
west wing watchers, drinkers of coffee, attorneys, 
administrators, ambassadors, deputies, acrobats, 
fledglings, idols, bearers of bonds, sentries, cowboys, 
laborers, idlers, janitors, mariners, tenants, umpires, 
wizards, detectives, authors, barbers, taco-slingers, 
chairs, cabinets, courts, brokers, grooms, gods, 
demigods, semioticians, financiers, bowlers, hatters 
& fortunetellers who read. BULLSEYE. 


Our PuBLicaTion Is; 
A general interest miscellaneous newspaper. The 
monthly journal of urban particulars, 


Tue Pitcu: 

Ads start at cighty dollars. 
Call 215 - 351 - 0777 
to reserve your space 

in the newspaper 
that gets read 
& gets kept. 


SPOTTINGS 


BY CHARLIE V 


Antonio Banderas on left, Charlie V on right 


Charlie V on left, Ziggy Marley on right 


Found at 22nd &F Walnut 


ynam 


found at 26th & Girard 


General Advertisements : 


ADVERTISEMENTS WANTED: Dear Philadelphia: I 
am going to be frank. | really really really want you to sub- 
mit your classifieds to THE INDEPENDENT. I would consid- 
er it a personal favor if you sent me a classified, a chit that 
you can call in at any time, for any service, no matter how 
menial. Send Henry Floss a classified and Henry Floss will 
wash your car, or babysit, or carry you around town in a 
rickshaw. You think I'm kidding but I'm not. That is how 
bad I want your classifieds. Tell the city what you want. 
Give the city what you have. There's something really cool 
and fun about mixing all these tiny bits of other peoples’ 
business together into a big old classitieds section, as well as 
seeing your own little classified floating in that anonymous 
social space and saying, "Look! That's me!” It's like looking 
out the window of a big airplane and picking your very own 
house out of the row. Let me make this perfectly clear: You 
are free to say anything with the space. The space is yours. 
Make use of it what you will. If you have a project that 
you're thinking about doing, float an ad and see what kind 
of response you get. Use this space. Condemn your ene- 
mies. Praise your friends. Ask for money or stuff or give it 
all away. Or ask for a kitten or a free room to stay in, or a 
new car. Surely there is something that you need but don't 
have, or something that you have but don't need. This is the 
way to make at least one of those things right. Use the clas- 
sified as a message in a bottle, cast into a gray paper sea; or 
an inky footprint on a gray paper moon. It matters not, as 
long as you send your free classifieds to ads@phindie.com 
Immediately. Now. Sincerely yours, HENRY FLOss, 


Auxiliary Classified et & ee 


PROGRESSIVE SHIRTS. I can't continue. Subekh 
Crapdy was a vicious dictator in our homeland. We offered 
help through designing clothing. Highly intelligent progres- 
sive shirts. Death Squads caused no actual deaths. Super 
crappy is an army. You can tell us that. This had nothing to 
do with our clothing. Crapdy was overthrown and sent into 
hiding in an embarrassing display of the might of the mass- 
es, who wielded only badminton sets and loose tea as their 
weaponry. A small flotilla of those loyal to the dictatorship 
sailed to America. There were only four of us. You see peo- 
ple wearing them and want freedom. They can't see you. 
People have told us that the pronunciation of our leader's 
name sounds something like "Super Crappy” and we under- 
stand that this is not perhaps the most awe-inspiring of 
names in your language. We hope that you will overlook 
such matters. It helps to buy us drugs in them. Stay away 
from me. subekhcrapdy@yahoo.com. 

»: The pen is mighty indeed! - Let me 
memorialize you. Your portrait, caricature, or those of your 
friends and lovers for a minimum price. Classically trained, 
willing to travel. 215-988-9826. 


AD ANTED: Looking for singers and musicians to 
collaborate on musical project. Influences include Motown, 
Zombies, Beach Boys, Cocteau Twins, Felt, Velvet 
Underground, OMD, Francoise Hardy, et 
Keyboards, bass, drums, guitar, percussion, whatever you 
can bring. E-mail at foreverbreathes@hotmail.com. 

Et: Young 


Cetera, 


nvolve 


niladelphias Annua 


Summer BBQ. Where: Fairmount Park: North George's 
Hill Pavilion #1 N. George,s Hill Rd-Just North of back 
entrance to the Mann Music Center, Philadelphia, Penna. 
When: Saturday, June 14, 1:00pm to 4:00pm, $5 suggested 
donation (to cover pavilion rental, food, alcohol). 
Questions? saranasuti@hotmail.com or ahohns@cohen- 
bros.com, 


SALE: ara, New 
Yorker--Individual titles and complete bibilographic collec- 
tions available for sale of John O'Hara; the Duke and 
Duchess of Wales; and The New Yorker magazine. Enquire 
re details. Prices subject to negotiation. Ring: 
+215.640.0149, or e-mail rcarreno@mailstation.com. 


SING TI a8 ER? Are you comftort- 
able singing, screaming, talking or making noise in your 
shower. If so, I am looking for participants who would be 
willing to let me audio record them in their shower [or 
mine) . I will be using these collected recordings in an 
upcoming release in which I will cut up, manipulate and 
sample small fragments of your voice out of context and 
construct these sound clips into some nice down tempo 
electronic compositions. | am welcome to your own ideas. 
Sorry I can not pay you cash but can cook you dinner or fig- 
ure out some other sort of equal exchange for your time and 
talent! No talent nessasary. If interested please get in touch- 
Mark Price / 215 313 9183 / killmarkprice@hotmail com - 
Thanks! 

> HIRE: Your next event needs 
music. Quit trying to get away with just a boombox and 
some CDs. Rock your next event in style with a DJ 
Available for art openings, house parties and bars. Spinning 
40's rock, 90's rap, and anything else that gets a crowd mov- 
ing. Affordable rates. For more info contact 


pasos 1026.com. 
Ss 3 % 1 am located in MC ity 


and looking for consignments. Get rid of your unwanted 
items and sell them for money on EBay, the worlds mar- 
ketplace! And I do it all for you from listing, photograph- 
ing, closing the sale, to shipping, to getting you paid for 


your unwanted items. I charge a sliding commission based 
on the final selling price. Great for those with no comput- 
er, no time, or no inclination to trade on their own behalf. 
Free consultation, digital photography. Call Tim at 215- 
923-6172 or E mail to timonebay@aol.com and let's talk 
about what you have to sell. 
SVENTS: A ( -vents/Interesting Organizations 
Updates): Your guide to Philadelphia's cultural programming 
that appeals to young professionals interested in the arts and 
also in becoming involved with events that impact our demo- 
graphic in general. If you would like to receive this free 
update, please send an e-mail directly to: aeiouphiladelphia- 
subscribe@yahoogroups.com For the information in a calen- 
dar format, see: http://calendar.yahoo.com/aciouphiladelphia 


offers expert Grantwriting from a local small business with 
satisfied clients across Philadelphia and the U.S. Contact us 
at (215) 733-9676 or readletter@comcast.net. 

: : : ‘0 else starts working aroun 
midnight and finishes when normal people start? Let's 
gather and see how well we can freak out the normals. 
Write to robrish@hotmail.com. 

UITA: ALE: For sale. 1950's Maxitone Electric 
Guitar. Good condition.Make me an offer at 
jasonkrapf@yahoo.com 


aI ! IN .: | think it s okay to use 
alcohol to deal with your problems. I think that's why God 
gave us alcohol. Drinking in the office should be permitted, 
as offices lead to drinking. Workers should be encouraged 
to open small barrooms within offices. A pox on Mr. Beam 
and his fancy but no less dangerous cousin, Mr. Daniels. 
1E} JOSS ON BANKERS: Dangerous magicians 
these, citizens of no country and restrained by no loyalty; no 
man can guess what will be the end of their swift and terri- 
fying game, their passes which turn gold to quicksilver, and 
bring the treasure of a state in an instant to nothing. Curse 
you, First Union National Bank. May your pens run out of 


ink that I might 


ry my rents free from your vaults. 
aI OSS OF ‘ IN: It's interesting, yeah, 
but really it is like going to the bathroom, meaning that you 
have to think about it sometimes, but ideally you should be 
able to ignore it most of the time. But when you do have to 
think about it, you should make sure that you do find some 
acceptable solution, or people will accuse you of being an 
animal. 


af 3 


MONEY: I'll make this fast. First we made up small words 
to get the things we need to get. Then we made up big 
words to kill the rest of the time. Only we with funds have 
time for the big words. We with no funds have no time to 
chat. We must put points across quick to make our nut by 
dark. Do you have what I want? If so, talk fast. If not, on to 
the next. The big words say less. B.1.G.’s words say more. 
That is why | love Smalls. 

SE JEMs Ouse creaking at night, do 
things mysteriously breaking, and does the house seem in 
constant dissaray? Have you been forgetting to leave food 
out for the little people? Generally known as both faeries 
and brownies, the little people, while happy to take care of 
your house, and to keep it in working order, can not abide 
to be treated like simple slaves. Don’t forget to leave a few 
scraps from last nights either in a comer of the kitchen, or 
by the hearth to keep them happy and content. These 
physical and spiritual caretakers of your home should not be 


: Is your 


ignored. 
NS MENTS WANTED. I see 
assorted musical instruments. You're never going to use that 
old trumpet, that rusted triangle, that crammy recorder, or 
that antiquated harpsicord. 1 probably won't use any these 
instruments either, but | want them anyway. And I don't 
want to pay very much money for them either, got it? 


re@philadelphiaindependent.net 
OS SAR: Sabered of tooth, and a tawny pe! 


Have you seen my cougar? Last Friday night, as 1 am 
sometimes persuaded to do for the entertainment of my 
dinner companions, I let the cougar out during dessert, and 
let him frolic until bed time. The guests love to stroke his 
tawny pelage. I ordinarily keep the beast locked in a rein- 
forced steel cage in the guest room, but I must have left the 
latch open, or else the cougar (Felis concolor couguar) was 
let out by one of the guests. There are, in my circle, those 
who will liberate anything, under the most flimsy of argu- 
ments. It has been my observation that these same ethicists 
are the ones with the least qualms about liberating the 
largest quantity of wine, especially when the wine was 
bought by yours truly. But T shan’t blame alcohol for my 
stray cougar. However it escaped, the responsibility, as 
mandated by our state's rather stringent exotic pet licensing 
bureau, falls squarely on my shoulders. I only pray that you 
lock your pets in at night If you see my cougar, please con- 
tact me immediately, and please, please, do not attempt to 
lure it by tying a goat to a stake. This method, however 
popularized by the mass media, simply does not work. 
And, my friende—as if you need reminding—this city 
already has enough miserable goats. So, again, if you see my 
cougar—tiale, 2 years old, 190 pounds, tawny pelage, 
slightly kinked tail, sometimes responds to the name 
*Mookie’—be brave, but not hervic. Do NOT contact the 


Inexpensive anc 


authorities. Contact me, care/of the editor’s desk. Reward 
negotiable. — J.K. 
JOST: My integrity. 
john.street@phila.gov. 
MAGAZINE: % LER MAGAZIN 
Philadelphia. Design department now stationed at Space 
1026. Check out the first issue, #63, with pro skater Corey 
Duffel doing a leap of faith over a flight of stairs on the 
cover. Other articles include snowboarder Gian Simmens, 
Sea and Cake, the Donnas and more. Heckler has been 
around for 10 years and is based in Sacramento, CA. Every 
month they cover skateboarding, snowboarding and music. 
For more info or to subscribe, check out www.heckler.com 
or your nearest halfway decent newsstand. 

M+ NE’ -D. Looking for a new Margaret, 
but one with all the same characteristics of the old Margaret 
(i.e. same personality, love for E.M. Forster, raised by a jazz 
musician and an English teacher, wonderful imagination, 
room-lighting smile) but single and maybe two or three 
years older. If you know of any new Margarets, please con- 


{ found, 


please write 


» has invaded 


tact me at neednewmargaret@hotmail.com. 

N : Compact discs: Biggie Smalls, D/ 
Four Five mix, David Candy, Play Power, Busy Bee, 
Running Thangs. Cassette: Nas, I//matic 

Al ABL. S SALE. 
Davids Books is still in the tedious process of publishing 
The Pilot and the Panda by Erik Bader which should be out 
by the end of this summer, still in time for at least one good 
afternoon of beach-reading. The book is nearly 600 pages, 
takes place in many locations that you have probably been 
to, is sad at times, funny at other times, both sad and funny 


Fort St. 


some of the times, and deals with topics such as Love and 
History. Because it takes place in the mid-to-late-nineteen- 
nineties, places like “The Bean” on South Street are called 
by their previous moniker (in this case, “The Supreme 
Bean”). Only three people have read this book so far, but all 
three of them assure you that you will thoroughly enjoy this 
book, and may even be impelled to hug someone you love. 

[Sidenote: If you are a collector type who only collects 
books but doesn't read them, we'll have you know that there 
are only going to be 500 copies of it, and they are all signed 
(Mr. Bader’s left hand is hurting just thinking about this), 
but we think even you, the collector type who does not read 
books but instead shelves them, will one day read this book 
and have a really great time doing so.] You can reserve your- 
self a copy (reserving is tree!) by sending your contact info 
to thepilotandthepanda@hotmail.com. It’s really that easy: 
once it comes out (soon, soon!) we will get in touch with 
you and tell you exactly how much money the book costs 
(we're guessing around twenty bucks but our printer has yet 
to send us exact figures) and if you are lucky enough to live 
in the great city of Philadelphia, we will hand-deliver the 
book right to you door with a smile and a handshake (that 
is, if you don't think that’s too weird. Otherwise, a man in 
a UPS uniform will deliver it to your door, and we can't 
guarantee he will smile and we're certain he won't shake 
your hand and who knows if he will be holding your beau- 
tiful new book in the thoughtful and careful way that beau- 
tiful new books should be held. Are we publishing other 
books? You bet we are! Up next is Customs, a slim and 
portable volume of poems by Fishtown's own Christopher 
J. Smith. That will hopefully happen by the fall, which 
means you will be able to read these poems in endless com 

fields, or copy them out and scrawl them on pumpkins, or 
maybe even take them with you to a drizzly November 
graveyard, but be careful not to get any rain on the pages. 
After that? Pretty early to tell, but weld like to say it will be 
A Train of Thought by Robert Waldman, which is a very 
dense and extremely fascinating book about the longest 
train nde in the world (London to Hong Kong!). There are 


2,000 slides that go along with this book, a majonty of 


which weld love to insert in the margins of each fact-stufted 
page. There’s also poems by Tom Blood, of Portland, OR, 
that weld like to publish, because they are amazing poems, 
they are poems with heart, confusion, confidence, and 
sometimes even advice. And when Loren Hunt tinishes her 
first novel, “The Mariner's Bastard” (have you read any of 
this yet? It’s fucking amazing!) we are pretty sure that she 
will let us publish a limited edition of it, because we are 
friends with her, and she once said as much but she was 
drunk at the time so we're not sure how serious she was, and 
because we know it will make us happy to make nice-look- 
ing copies of this book that will be available all over town 
before some big and scary publisher trom New York puts its 
filthy paws all over it and does things to it that we will not 
mention here in this classified ad. Besides - and here we 
will tell you our sort of working Mission Statement for Fort 
St. Davids - writers shouldnt have to look for publishers 
the publishers should look for the writers When was the 
last time you saw a publishing company spending a low-key 
evening at your local tavern, or eating at a table across from 
you ata diner. And yet, we are there, at your tavern, at your 
diner, and often drinking free booze at your party. We're 
just that kind of publishing company, Will all this happen? 
Maybe. Do we need any help? You better believe it. We 
need grants, donations, advice. sometimes we even need 
friends. Fact is, we have very littl money and no idea what 
wee doing beyond the fact that there are great hooks out 


there by people who we know and get along with that we 
want to publish and we know we could make them beauti- 
ful books to hold, read, carry around with you (beach, sub- 
way, bench, airplane, apartment, family reunion: you can 
take these books anywhere.) Please write, please help, and 
please enjoy your summer. Send your info to thepi- 
lotandthepanda@hotmail.com. 

PARTY: SLL OFS ! Sunday, June 22nd at Sil 
City at 5th & Spring Garden Streets. Featuring the sweet 
soul sounds of Motown, Stax, Northern and more..."You 
don't miss your water ‘til the well runs dry." 10 pm - 2 am, 
$3. Brin : 


your dancing shoes. 


, a) Se on a stage in front of eight- 
cen acres:: Farmfest 5. Eighteen Acres. Fifteen Bands. One 
Stage. $10 donation includes barbecue & beverage:: Free 
booze for legals. Twenty-five minutes outside Philly. Band 
of the Hand, Trouble Everyday, Chris Dillon, Dragon City, 
The Echo Orbiter, The Hearteache Disease, I Hope, Ths 
Lowbudgets, The Patriot Act, Persona, Plastic Litl, The 
Snow Fairies, Surround, The Trauma Queens, This Radiant 
Boy, The Trouble with Sweeney. Tickets available at 
Spaceboy Records & www.farmtestS.com now. 


, O} ANTE ‘anted: some wealthy tool with so 
much money he doesn't know what to do! I have a few sug- 
gestions, all to better my well-being, of course. Come on, 
admit it, you've always wanted to support someone finan- 
cially, no? Consider it being a patron of the arts. you will 
Not receive any favors as recompense, as that is illegal, and 
my angry, hulking boyfriend will splatter your face against a 
wall. thusly you are merely buying the appreciation of this 
intelligent and beautiful Asian girl. Send serious emails 
only to pukey@highspire. net. 

SONAL: Looking tor submissive temale elt for rote 
playing and minor shoe repair duties. 
jjasonkrapf@ yahoo.com 


2 NAL: oy who feeds me s mores and keeps 
me sane day after day, I love you. together we will make 


konky babies and laugh at their kickstand heads. to the 
future. Love, your monkey 


SONAL: achingly dorky / achingly sincere / ac 
gorgeous / achingly beautiful / achingly slow / achingly 
turbing / achingly bittersweet / achingly romantic / ach 
ly tender / achingly saccharine / achingly plaintive / ac 
ly idealisne / achingly catchy 
heartfelt / achingly needy 

shallow / achingly irrelevant 


achingly pure ac 


achingly vulnerable / achingly 


“=RSONAL: My Dear Robbie, [ love you too. So much 
Reeee-da ree- da nuuu (da ra). XO, Your Adger. 
C 91.7 FI hiladelphia. Your 


Commercial Alternative. http://www.wkdu.org buy our t- 
shirts! only $10! 
Nick Drake's 5 Leaves Lef? on vinyl! Also, buy my 2 
fiction, photography and poetry, Poets’ Groove, for only $2 
Futhermore, Ashley from the Rapture show, email me and 
we'll talk about Phish. S$ 
poetsgroove@yahoo.com 4811 
Philadelphia, PA 19143 
STC MA »TEAST.COM is the new online store 
at Space 1026, Buy cool stuff made by 1026ers and 
artists who you may or may not know. Newest addi 
Dan Murphy's self-published book "Stuck On The Map” a 
collection of interesting and random photographs. | 
of grattig, found still lifes comprised of 40 02. bottles and a 
babyseat, handwritten signs, ODB in a bathrobe, and 
amazing scenes around Philly. Full color, approx. 100 pages, 
$20. www.marketeast.com 

Ss 


Sebastian Petsu 


Springticld Ave 


f, Smart lady typist to aid gentleman in 
literary work. Those interested should call at the Rosenbach 
Museum & Library, 2010 DeLancey Place, on the after 
noon of June 16. Ask for Henry Flower. 

OICE -- Quality talent tor your commercials, 
documentaries, radio spots or others productions. hear my 
demo at http://-mnbey.treeyellow.com/voiceover. html 
Thanks, Muhammad Nasser Bey. 206-339-8833 

) AD “UD: Loe and Dragon City secks 
female vocalist. Ability to play instrument a plus. Weekly 
Practice and excessive mayhem only requirement. Oh yeah, 
and you have to sing real pretty 
Email us at Pinkdoily1@aol.com 


i hi AY sToup of fnends looking for 
new “wacky guy.” Previous wacky guy flaked out. his 
replacement should drink heavily, always be hitting on girls, 
regularly use the word “boner,” occasionally let hair get big 
and be a terrible driver. the Rroup of tends is equal oppor 
tunity but mostly caucasian and heterosexual in make up 
decent girlguy mix, usually Congregating at ban send 
resumes to crazy4ewayze@hotmail com. 

b > ’ ‘ ad! , CO? ne me 
Times Digest of Arts, Culture, Travel, Music and Sowet 
Funeral Practices. The Only Magazine That Marten 
(Besides THE INDEPENDENT). www. mamblage com 
experienced instructor, Deepen your Practiee oF start yoga 
for the first time this summer Beginners of adtvanond At 


My yoga studio or your home. Fee Negonahle 147.691 
S64. 


, CIVIL 


‘ 
' 
' 
' 


‘ entle reader: do not think me ungra- 
cious, but I fear that I must raise a 
' topic that has troubled many of us for 
‘some time. You have seen the evidence on the 
street: the individuals—I dare not call them 
‘people—who, by means of their clothing, 
rassume graceless, fungal silhouettes as they 
‘shuffle listlessly about our streets. Every stitch 
ipf clothing owned by such creatures seems to 
Ibe emblazoned with the name of some sports 
¢quipment manufacturer's concern, as if in an 
‘attempt to steep themselves as much as 
thumanly possible in mercantile vulgarity! 
(There was a time when one was expected to 
maintain a presentable appearance and 
\demeanor, but today one can be a boorish lout 
‘and not raise a single eyebrow; indeed, it is 
almost par for the course, and in some quarters, 
it is encouraged; encouraged, | say! 
‘| The proud chests of this land that once 
were the exclusive reserve of the symbols of 
|Family, Nation or God are now the sole prop- 
\erty of some indecipherable acronym, pointless 
inascot or an overly enthusiastic comma. This 
jcruel mockery of good taste is often com- 
\pounded when said symbols are seen in cohab- 
ifation with gaudy necklaces whose sole pur- 
pose seems to be to remind the wearer of his or 
her own name. Is this our inevitable fate: a 
dreary, tacky parade of rumpled track suits and 
space-boots that blink in the shadows of round 
bellies and misshapen behinds? Have we in 
effect become a nation of self-made endo- 
morphs; or, if you will, infantilized Man- 
Toddlers? 

If one has festooned his or her body with 
what is tantamount to a portable womb, and if 
one has placed the welfare of his or her feet 
into the care of light, comfortable apparati that 
are engineered to withstand all the stresses 
world-class athletes can muster, where then— 
when all others are also wrapped in such cozy 
‘swaddling—is the impetus to sustain the outer 
environs of Society when one is so insulated 
from it? Do we then merely scoot hither and 
non in our cocoons whilst the very foundation 
of our Republic crumbles? Is not the human 
vertebrae a birthright? Must it be shunned by 
encasing it a puffy chrysalis of Goretex? 

Of course, this is but a mere symptom of a 
larger malady: the pervasive commonness of 
modern society. Sportswear, by means of its 
leveling effect on the public, aids in promoting 
the myth that all of us are created equal. We all 
know this axiom serves as good public policy, 
but on a private, personal level it is obviously 
sentimental nonsense, so why do many among 
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an BY LORD WHIMSY ~ 


“Eat and drink to please yourself, but dress to please others.” 
- BEN FRANKLIN, Poor Richard's Almanack 


“The only way to atone for being occasionally a little over-dressed 
is by being always absolutely over-educated.” 
- OSCAR WILDE 


BEFORE SPORTSWEAR (FIG.1) 


Good posture 
Exquisite manners 
Jaunty gait 
Clean lines 
Crisp silhouette 
Properly groomed 
A credit to his nation 


us look upon those who try to cultivate superi- 
or taste, erudition and savoir faire as suspect? 
Since when has dressing as well as possible 
become a social taboo? Should we not aspire to 
the heights rather than wallow in an insipid, 
hyper-democratic dystopia, or should we be 
satisfied with a slouching, second-rate version 
of ourselves? 

If we are plebeian in our dress, will our 
minds and hearts then follow suit? To answer 
this question, one can go to the rooftops and 
hear the cacophony of our benighted age 


[ve been looking for 
amixtape that will 


AFTER SPORTSWEAR (FIG.2) 


Poor posture 
Surly demeanor 
Shuffles and/or waddles 
Lumpen silhouette 
Slovenly, unkempt 
Public eyesore 
Evidence of a civilization in decline 


below: a virtual symphony of mall-waddling 
mouth-breathers, ingesting huge quantities of 
Mr. McFlabby Sandwiches and carbonated 
syrup whilst their bovine gazes are transfixed 
upon the latest episode of “Love Puddles of the 
Rich and Predictable”, or some such nonsense. 

You may ask, “My dear Whimsy, what then 
is to be done?” 

My answer is drastic, but the situation 
requires it. 

The five-pronged solution to the scourge 
of stylelessness is as follows: 


What - your 
human potential? 
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SEMI-PRECIOUS JADE 


ON THE PERILS OF SPORTSWEAR | 


(COQUETTES & COKEHEA 


S66 LE MISGIVINGS CONCERNING A SHAMBLING CITIZENRY AND ITS DETRIMENTAL EFFECTS ON THE FOSTERING OF A 
TETY; INCLUDED IS A FIVE-POINT PROPOSAL THAT MIGHT SPARE OUR NATION THE SHAME THAT COMES WITH BEING A DEN OF UBIQUITY. 


1. Compulsory corsets and girdles for 
everyone, as good posture engenders an 
upright citizenry, and an uncomfortable public 
is a voting public. 

2. All clothing must be comprised of natu- 
ral materials: wood, leather, metal, cotton, silk, 
etc. No so-called “space age” materials! We've 
seen the Future and as it stands right now it’s a 
brightly-lit, shoddy, soulless bore. The Future 
must be re-imagined, as the present vision is 
proving to be a failure, for its undemanding 
ethos neglects to call forth that which is finest 
in Human Nature. Recast the die! 

3. Chin straps and leather bridles for loose, 
dangling jaws. Mandibular slackery is a kind of 
visual pollution, and must be suppressed. 

4. A fundamental devaluing of comfort in 
our culture. Solidarity is created by shared dis- 
comforts, which is caused in part by the civic- 
minded desire to be pleasing in the eyes of 
one’s fellow citizens. Comfort should be seen 
in the clear light of day for what it is: a Killer 
of Nations. We shall cease to settle for the liv- 
ing death of mere comfort, and resume the 
pursuit of happiness. 

5. Real orgies instead of the second-hand, 
mediated ones seen on television and film. 
Nothing infuses vigor into a flaccid populace 
like the distinct possibility of honest-to-good- 
ness freaky sex. Conspicuous paunches are 
sucked in and mayonnaise stains evaporate from 
ties. What's it going to be, John Q. Public: a 
willing partner for the first time in a decade, or 
yet another glazed donut? 

Surely the health and well-being of a nation 
is worth a few billion in federal funds put 
towards state or municipally-operated baccha- 
nals. Have we learned nothing from the glori- 
ous, thousand-year debauch of Greco-Roman 
antiquity? “A sausage in every Grecian urn” shall 
be our motto! 

So I ask you: who will set an example for the 
masses? Who are the heroes among us who will 
don the scratchy wool, throttling silk and pun- 
ishing wingtips? Who will take it upon them- 
selves to brace the Pillars of Civilization against 
the rising tide of that most foul species of 
footwear, the Black Reebok? 

Let’s then alight to the haberdasheries, for 
the future of this nation is not assured until 
every last tailor suffers from carpal tunnel syn- 
drome. For in the modern world, to paraphrase 
Baudelaire, we do not find ourselves—we irrvent 
ourselves; if we are truly aristocrats of the soul, 
then we are obliged to look the part. # 

Lord Whimsy aka Alan Crawford 1s an 
Assistant Editor at THE INDEPENDENT. 
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CETOTONE PICTOGRAPH 


LARGE FORMAT PRINTING AND DIGITAL IMAGING 


-High quality scanning services - negatives 
or positives from 35mm to 8x10 and flat 


artwork up to 12x17. 


-Digital retouching and color 
matching for print or web. 


-Large format inkjet output 


up to 44 inches wide. 


TEL: 218-928 
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WWW.KEYSTONEPICTOGRAPH COM. 
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THE CHILDREN’S CRUSADE 


theoretical society thinks that the more 

habitual a being becomes, the less wise he 
or she is. Children, who are spontaneous and 
unjaded and therefore see every cloud as a sin- 
gular, fascinating thing, are considered the 
enlightened ones. Adults who commute, do 
the same thing every day and are polite are 
considered foolish. Accepting and aware of 
their caste, adults obey the childrens’ orders to 
eat more jelly beans, make more jelly beans, 
and stick jelly beans up their noses. The adults 
try not to be boring, because it gets them in 
trouble with the kids. They are allowed to go to 
work, but board meetings are often interrupted 
by toddlers who bite everyone’s legs and then 
pee on the table before leaving to ride a zebra 
through the mall. This juvenocracy could be 
possible if only we stopped acting as if mere 
experience and the ability to perform repetitive 
and meaningless tasks constituted wisdom. In 
our world, we value those with the ability to 
make their own oatmeal and say the pledge of 
allegiance, but it could have gone the other 
way. : 

Like the eternal struggle between children 
and adults, power seesaws and changes hands 
countless times over the centuries, but the 


[== a world ruled by children. This 


interdependency of the powerful and the pow- 
erless never changes. The same is true of chess, 
where the most important piece—the king— 
can only hang onto his crown through the 
labors of an obedient octet of round-headed 
henchman—the pawns. 

The king can move only one square at a 
time and can’t even step onto a square that 
another piece is attacking, meaning he can't 
directly challenge another piece for territory. 
He must wait helplessly behind a wall of pawns 
while the supposedly lesser members of the 
kingdom fight his battles. The pawn is desig- 
nated the lowliest piece, but without him the 
king is defenseless and powerless. 


THE BACKBONE 


The pawn's method of service to the king 
evolves during the course of the game. In the 
opening, the pawns first expand their zone of 


control towards the center of the board, mak- 
ing movement possible for the other pieces and 
securing safe squares for them so they can jour- 
ney out. One axiom of opening play is to move 
pawns enough to allow for the development 
and control of the center, but not too many too 
far such that the king is left no safety zone. 
Usually the center pawns process first, leaving 
at least one side chain of pawns intact on the 
second row so that the king may safely castle. 
Before castling, the pushed center pawns leave 
the king slightly open, but the opposing pieces 
are not yet far enough along to pose a danger. 
As the opening phases into the middle game, 
the battles become fierce and the king usually 
has to castle, taking cover behind a wall of 
three pawns on the second ranks. Up until the 
early end game, the pawns are key in territory 
distribution. There are more pawns on the 
board than any other piece. They themselves 
occupy a maximum of eight squares, attack up 
to fourteen squares at once, and can section off 
—blockade style—whole regions of the board. 
Other pairs of pieces can control as many 
squares at once as the conglomeration of 
pawns, but no other pair of pieces can achieve 
the variety of patterns of control. The pawns 
are the vertebrae of the board. Their arrange- 
ment supports the other pieces and dictates the 
shape of play. 

Pawns are generally best configured when 
defending one another. Part of the power of a 
pawn brigade actually comes trom the devalu- 
ation of the individual pawn. No other piece 
wants, as a rule, to exchange itself for a pawn, 
so any pawn is safe as long as it is protected by 
another pawn. One key use of pawns in the 
middle game is the protection of other, more 
valuable pieces. This facilitates the exchanges 
that carry the battle into the end game, and in 
the end game the pawn is king. 


END GAME: KING AND PAWN 


At the end of the game, the pawn stops 
being the king’s servant and suddenly becomes 
the board’s most valuable player. The king's 
capture still remains the goal of the game, but 
with only kings and pawns left on the board, 
the kings become the warriors who must pro- 
tect their pawns and secure their safe passage. 


KING versus PAWN 


Like a Tango of Death, These Simple-Looking Endgames 


Offer Intricately Linked Moves & Dangerous Tempos 


“a BY 


FIGURE 1. 


NATHANIA RUBIN ~ 


FIGURE 2. 


KEY TO ALGEBRAIC NOTATION 


Notation: Algebraic chess notation is based 
on a coordinate system. The files (vertical lines 
of squares) are labeled a-h from left to right. 
The ranks (horizontals) are 1-8 from White's 
perspective. Moves are written as the first let- 
ter of the moved piece followed by the coordi- 
nates of its destination. There are three excep- 
tions: Pawn moves do not start with a ‘p’, only 
the destination square is written. ‘n’ is used for 
the knight. If two of the same piece may be 
moved to the destination square, the move will 
be written as the starting coordinate followed 
by the destination. 


x means takes 

(bxb means bishop takes bishop) 
O-O means castles kingside 
O-O-O means castles queenside 
+ means check 


SEE FIGURE 1. 


Heres a problem. It’s an interesting situa- 
tion. Try to answer the following questions: 
What would you do as black? As white? Is 
there any way to guarantee a draw or a win? 


ANSWERS: If it’s white’s turn he has sev- 
eral choices: he can step up to £3, go back to f1 
or d1, or go to e3 directly in the pawn’s path. If 
white moves kf3, black responds with kd3 
using the king to secure the pawn's next square 
and white can’t do anything useful. If instead of 
kf3, white moves kf1 or d1, black still follows 
with kd3. To stay near the pawn, white moves 
kel, but the timing isn’t right. What is black’s 
best move? Black pushes the pawn (e2) and 
white is forced to give up el and move to £2. 
Black moves kd2 securing the coveted eighth 
rank for the pawn. If white moves directly to 
e1, black again moves kd3 and there is a fork in 


the road. If white moves kfl away from the 
king, black moves kd2 and the pawn will 
become a queen. But if white moves kd1 black 
has two choices, neither good. He can retreat 
the king to d4 or e5 and incur a repetition of 
position which - if it happens three times - is 
an automatic draw, or he can advance the 
pawn, checking the white king which will then 
take e1. Black then can either lose the pawn (a 
draw situation) or move ke3 which is stale- 
mate. This is the best scenario for white. 

If it is black’s turn to go first he must go to 
e5. White’s best move is to occupy e1 and then 
when black comes down to the fourth rank, 
white must move over one square to the side of 
the black king. This ensures a draw in the same 
manner as before. Because of the positioning of 
the white king ahead of the advanced black 
pawn, white is able to thwart the pawn's 
advances despite a frustrated black king. If 
defending against a passed pawn, the best 
course of action is to stay in its path. If trying 
to get your pawn to the eighth rank, the best 
strategy is to keep the king in front of the pawn 
and to keep others out. 


SEE FIGURE 2. 
Here's a different one: The sides are symmetri- 
cal. Whoever moves first can win. Try to figure 
out how. Let’s say it’s white’s move. 


ANSWER 
White Black 
1: kd4 ke6 


If black makes any other move, white would 
move ke5 and win the pawn. 


74, kc5 kf6 

This is the key move for white. Black can 
respond with kf6 or ke7. 

3 kd6 kg7 


Black might also move kg6, but this loses the 
pawn faster, because upon white ke5 or ke6, 
the king has no move that will protect the 


pawn. 

4. ke5 kg6 
White could also move ke6 

5 keG=  5..50- 


If white had moved ke6 in move 4, the king 
would then move to e5 this turn. Either way, 
the black king has nowhere to go to protect his 
pawn. Let’s say in move 2, black moves his 
king to e7 instead of kf6. 

2. ke7 
3. kdS kf6 

If black instead moves to f7, then white ke5, 
black kf6, white ke6 
4. kd6 
nd the situation is the same as it was at Move 
3 of the last scenario. 

This exercise was all about tempo. The king 
who could force the other king to move when 
he didn’t want to wins the pawn. # 


PHILADELPHIA CHESS 


but here are a few of the highlights. 


CLARK PARK: around 43nd &Baltimore 


There is chess playing to be found in almost every coffee shop, park and cafeteria in the city, 


Really fun speed chess, but you can also find no-clock opponents. There are some expert 
speed-players and some who are just starting to play. 


FRANKLIN MERCANTILE: 1420 Walnut, Suite 460 phone: 215-546-1883 
This is an official chess club and most players here are paid members. They hold tournaments, 
and also just play (with and without clocks). There is a wide range of skill. 


RITTENHOUSE: The activity here seems to change day to day. Sometimes there'll be a line 
of speed chess players ranging in skill. If you lose to one he might direct you to someone bet- 
ter suited to you. On another day there might be only one person playing for a dollar a game 
who is very hard to beat. Most nice days you're likely to find, both slow and fast games here. 


independent center city graphic designer 
specializing in just about every 
damn thing a small business needs. 


tel 215.605.5667 info@l eighmaidadesign.com www. leighmaidadesign.com 


4014 Walnut Street 
Philadelphia 


6/7: Arrakis Records Event 


Reef t 


9pm or hop from Kenneth Masters+DJ Cramske, 
e Lost Cauze, Plastic Little, Adam 12) 


6/12: Vitamin D Productions Presents Lost Talent, et al 
9pm (hip hop; Visit www.vitamindproductions.com) 


6/14: Sister's Sanct. & Cult. Nationalist Brotherhood Pres. 
A Black Relationship Healing Retreat 
12:30-4pm (interactive/open dialogue/workshop; 
People of African descent, interested in change, welcome) 


6/14: Sick City Showcase punk/rock n roll series 
6pm (The Low Budgets (ex-Dead Milkmen), Suspect Device, 
When in Roam(Violent Society), Minor Disturbance, Evil Org. 


6/15: The Refuse to Confirm Tour, w/ Terror Organ, 
Travis Morgan, When Joy Becomes Saddness 
9pm (noise/ri ualistic industrial/dark ambient) 


6/20: Vitamin D Productions Pres. A Summer Solstice Event 
w/ World Beat (from MA; rhythms from around the word), 
Brian G & The World Orchestra (DJ + 15 drummers); 9pm 


6/21: Umiak, Select 68, et al 
Time TBA (punk/rock) 


6/26: The Gatherin 


hip hop series 


9:30pm-2am (open mic for MCs/breakdancing/graf panels) 


6/28: Puppet Uprising #14; visit www.PuppetUprising.org 
8pm (puppet theater/music/cheap art sale) 


6/29: Puppet Uprising #14; 2pm (same program as above) 


6/29:Miles Tillman, Loess, Proem, Projectile, Adam Johnson 
8pm (IDM/electronica/ambient) 


7/4: 4th of U LIE UpsideDown Cult. Tour “Art is a Weapon!” 
Time TBA (tour promoting book “All the Days After: Critical 
Voices in Poetry and Artwork.” +poets Walidah Imarisha & 
Samantha Barrow; political folksinger Erik Peterson; 
visual artist/poet Theodore Harris; musical guests TBA 


Free admission for All Ages 
(Donations encouraged) 
More Info: www. foundationarts.org, 


215.573.3234 
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OPEN 24 HOURS  °®e6 
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JUNE 14TH 2003 


SILK CITY 


GOLD CHAIN 


LOG ON TO WWW.YOJAWN.COM AT 12 NOON 


ON SATURDAY THE 14TH FOR LOCATION 
10PM - DAWN] sto at Door - INCLUDES FREE BEER ALL NIGHT LONG. 


THE LOCAL MENACES WHO BRING YOU MAKING TIME, 
HOLLATRONIGS, FIRE IN THE DISCO, AND CLICK PROUDLY UNLEASH 


DEV|L, CHILDREN UNITE 


/ FLYER BY WWW.KEMDESIGN.NET 
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THE NEAR FUTURE 


June... 


Get Sticky. 

It is too damn hot and thick to leave your jack- 
et and tie on in a crowded room. And that’s okay. 
Humidity is inconvenient during the daytime, but 
at night it plays right into the hands of any truly 
ambitious host. 

Invite your friends and their friends, stock the 
bar, turn off the air conditioning, and restock the 
bar. Continue to restock the bar when necessary, 
all while gradually increasing the tempo and vol- 
ume of accompanying musical selections, and 
then restocking the bar. 

Ask the best-known czars and popes: Host a 
party and they will talk about you tomorrow. Host 
an orgy and they will talk about you forever. 


Get RANDY. 


Objectivism Summer Seminar; June 28 — July 5; 
Waltham, Mass.; $995 

Ayn needs some rehabbing. She loved risky 
architecture, Dostoevsky, and bare-knuckle capi- 
talism. She knew the communists were thugs. 
She was a woman born before her time. 

Too bad her legacy has been hijacked by an 
insular group of followers so creepily enthralled 
by her person that they make her brainchild, 
Objectivism, seem like Scientology. This is what 
happens whenever an abstract set of theories 
manages to get non-profit 501(c)(3) status—you 
end up with a cult. But despite its followers’ 
catholic adherence to the doctrines of individual- 
ism, Objectivism itself is a perfectly legitimate, 
hard-nosed, straight-down-the-middle philoso- 
phy of looking hard at the facts but not an inch 
beyond. Ayn herself put it best: “A=A. The facts 
equal the facts.” This lady was as tough as nails! 

Your mission, dear reader, is to travel to the 
northern country, infiltrate the cult of Rand, and 
report back to us on what goes down. Time is 
short. This is your very last day to register for 
“Objectivism: Theory and Practice Summer 
Seminar,” a thrilling week of ideas and inspira- 
tion, fun and fellowship” held annually at Bentley 
College in Waltham, Massachusetts. 

Take it from former seminar participant Steve 


SUNDAY 


Moses: "Here's a week of focus, full ‘ind’ phitosé>? /°" 


phy you won't find outside Atlantis.” 
Or ask Barry Kayton: “What an experience to 


be part of a community of rational, passionate 
individuals!” 

Indeed, finding reason and passion combined in 
a single person, let alone a community of such per- 
sons, is a rare and special thing. Congratulations, 
Barry. We'll see you on the ultimate frisbee field. 
Look for the kid wearing the wire. ; 

The seminar includes lectures like “The Right 
To Own A Gun,” and “Medical Privacy,” and the 
screening of “We the Living.” The fun begins in 
earnest when the lectures stop and it’s just a 
bunch of good folk, reasonably reclining on dorm 
floors with a ouija board, channeling Ayn Rand’s 
ghost. 

“You've earned it, my children,” she is heard to 
intone in a spectral contralto. 

We anxiously await your findings. Please do not 
present us with any receipts. 


16 MONDAY 


ForGET Doctor ATKINS. 
@ 3rd & Market Streets; Mon-Sat; 40¢ 

When flooded with proteins, our brains are 
unable to learn from mistakes, let go of regrets, 
and settle for less when less is all we're ever going 
to get. The Atkins Diet leads straight to the nut- 
house. 

And you're not fat. Quit asking. 

Switch to pretzels. Fresh pretzels are good for 
you. 
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SuPER MECCA KARAOKE SMACKDOWN 
AT THE TROCADERO 
1003 Arch Street; 8 p.m.; $5 

Just when Pig Iron is carting away the last 
bricks from the fourth wall, here come the 
Brothers Sugarillo with a pickup truck full of 
mortar, ready to throw the thing back up. 
Karaoke was once a private tango between shame 
and exposure to be performed in front a handful 
of close business associates. Now amateur croon- 
ers have a chance to seize the main stage and the 
big (twenty-eight foot) screen. Prizes shall be 
awarded to top performers, including $500 cash. 
Employees of a topless dancing establishment 
will be. present, . and although it is not certain 
whether they will be wearing tops or dancing. If 
you wish to sing a song for the assembled, visit 

www.phillykaraoke.com to register. 


WEDNESDAY 


ARIES: March 20 - April 19 


You may have to learn some hard lessons this 
summer. You may find yourself restricted in some 
way- a sick parent, loved one, partner, or you may 
have to deal with illness yourself. On the other 
hand, you may feel yourself inspired, excited and 
glamorized in the arena of friends and long term 
goals. You may meet the love or your life, or find 
a consuming passion that can help you channel 
the angst that Saturn in Cancer is laying on you. 
The best remedy for the saturnine blues could be 
travel. If in doubt, buy that ticket to Montreal, 
London, or wherever. You deserve a break. 


TAURUS: April 20 - May 19 


Career woes. That doesn't necessarily mean a 
pink slip, though that is a possibility. Your job 
troubles may have something to do with a slight- 
ly bloated ego. Could be yours, could be some- 
body else’s. Asshole bosses may get the better of 
you, or try to. If you have to resort to something, 
vent some rage in letters, telephone calls, and 
emails to friends and supportive family members. 
You may discover new pen pals that make career 
weirdness more bearable. 
someone lending you a good bit of money. Take it 
on good faith, use it wisely. This is also a good 
time for a passionate fling. 


You may also find 


GEMINI: May 20 — June 20 


Has your better half been trying to boss you 
around? Have there been threats, arguments, 
uprisings? Not such a surprise—volcanic Pluto is 
making a long-term transit to your house of rela- 
tionships. Stick with it; if you can assimilate the 
eruptions, you can make your relationship deeper 
(if a shade darker) and much more meaningful. 


The Rizzoscope 


BUSTING YOUR CRYSTAL BALLS 


wn” BY ADAM FIELED ~ 


You may also find yourself writing a book about 
it, or at least writing a lot more than usual. You 
may even wind up getting published. Be careful 
with stinginess—this is a time to save, but, 
though no one would ever call Gemini a miser, 
you could find yourself playing Scrooge more 
than youd like to admit. 


CANCER: June 21 — July 21 


Why such a sourpuss? 

Why the frown, the tears, the general lack of 
joie de vivre? 

Why, old man Saturn just moved into your first 
house! If it burns, it instructs. All the misery you 
find bubbling up to the surface of your conscious- 
ness has a purpose. Over the next two years, you 
will learn more about exactly who you are than 
you ever have before. With Uranus helping you 
out from the house of higher learning, you may 
even finish your doctorate or that elusive MFA. 
You may also experience some kind of financial 
windfall, so get ready for it. What to do with all 
that money? You're a Cancer, right? Put it in the 
bank! 


LEO: July 22 — August 22 


You ought to be happy. Jupiter himself is sitting 
right at your doorstep. This is all well and good, 
but remember that Jupiter is the planet of good 
luck but also excess. In another words, don’t over- 
do it. Leos are not known for their restraint, but 
this is the time to learn, when luck surrounds you. 
If you don't, you may find all sorts of people flak- 
ing out on you for no good reason. No Lion wants 
this. One possibility for the summer is that you 
may develop a huge erotic fixation on someone, 
with Mars and Uranus tag-teaming in your 
eighth house. Go for it, you big cat you. 


VIRGO: August 23 — September 21 , 


You might move, on go in for some serious 
home renovation. Be sure you have fire alarms, 
fire escapes, and other cautious accoutrements. 
Pluto has been known to do some mighty strange 
things, and its passing through your house of 
homes, dwelling places, &c. Like your fellow 
Mutable sign Gemini, you may find yourself 
antagonized heavily this summer. Jupiter's silver 
lining assures that people are behind you, sup- 
porting you and nurturing you whether you know 
it or not. The best part of this summer for you 
should be the development of a concrete plan for 
your future. Everything should come together in 
your mind, and you will know what you want to 


do. 
LIBRA: September 22 — October 22 


Take it easy on the beer and the hard stuff. Your 
house of health is being punished pretty hard, and 
things you used to get away with won't be so easy 
any more. But what you should do is pursue what- 
ever art you're best at. If you're a painter, you'll find 
yourself with a masterpiece on your hands. If 
you're a musician, the album you've always known 
you could make is about to appear. Why? 
Neptune, the aesthete king of the planets, is in 
your house of creative self-expression. Jupiter sup- 
plies the friends in high places, Pluto draws up the 
contacts, and your artistic apotheosis is on its way. 


SCORPIO: October 23 — November 21 


All you need is love right now. Lots of love. A 
large heap of romance also wouldn't hurt. You 
need a love affair with soul, passion, sentiment. 
You need to re-read Shakespeare's sonnets. But be 
very careful at home, if your home situation is in 
any way tenuous. Don't leave the kitchen dirty, 
leave your dirty clothes all over the place, and 
expect others to clean up after you. You may find 
yourself out on the street. Also, you may find 
yourself throwing money around on your many 
conquests. Don’t. The economy is bad for every- 
one, but demonic Pluto is passing through your 
finance house. Don’t tempt him. 


SAGITTARIUS: November 22 — December 21 


You are bigger and (much) badder than you've 
ever been. Your word is the law. Your your gaze is 
fierce. You walk with purpose. But if you let your 
game go to bombast, you will become a laughing- 
stock. Sagittarians, despite their famous sense of 


humor, do not like to be laughed at. So don’t take 
the power-trip to an extreme. If you've borrowed 
any money, now's the time to pay it back; your 
creditors may become merciless. What you may 
feel inclined to do is just get in your car and drive. 
Short trips and long trips may be equally enjoy- 
able. Being at home may seem intolerable to you 
now. 


CAPRICORN: December 22 — January 19 


Has your partner suddenly become a wet blan- 
ket? Do you feel yourself being dragged through 
the mud every time he/she speaks? All relation- 
ships go through peaks and valleys, but this sum- 
mer may see you going through a valley like 
you've never known before. Happily, Uranus in 
your house of communications assures that you'll 
find people to talk to. It is also likely that now 
would be a good time to opt out, if that’s what 
you want to do. You will find that there are plen- 
ty more fish in the sea and that you haven't for- 
gotten how to fish. Be discreet, though, or you 
may find you've made formidable enemies. 


AQUARIUS: January 20 — February 17 


Aquarius, though not a traditionally possessive 
sign, may suddenly be possessive this summer. 
Perhaps a downturn in health precipitates this, or 
perhaps a profligate partner, but either way, | 
Aquarius (already a weird sign) may get even | 
weirder. On the other hand, 
epiphany may shake you to the core, transforming 


a life-changing 


your consciousness, and you'll be alive to possibil- 
ities you never even thought of. These possibili- 


ties will manifest as an entirely new vision for | 
your future. The trademark Aquarian glamour | 
will be very much in evidence, with Neptune | 
transiting your first house of personal appearance. | 
PISCES: February 18 — March 19 
Who ever heard of an angry fish? Alas, this may | 
be the summer of your discontent, with Mars and | 
Uranus irritating you very personally. Now might 
be a good time to have a long chat with Mom and 
Dad, even if you're not that close to them. You'll 
be surprised at the insights they can lend you. You 
may find yourself promoted, only to realize the 
higher position isn’t really what you want. What | 


you need is quiet time to commune with yourself, | 
read, think, or just do nothing. Meditation can be | 
very tonic for you now, as can yoga, or any kind of 
spiritual self-contained discipline. But don't keep 


your feelings to yourself. # 


RS PRODUCTIONS 


AT THE FIRST UNITARIAN CHURCH 


22ND AND CHESTNUT. PHILADELPHIA 
WwWW.r5sproductions.com 


new polve hand 


Selections. Wi 


Wednesday June ae ee 
The Legendary Frontman Of Can: 


New Original Material As Well As Can 
gobs ree A Full Live Backing Band 


THE EAVES FRANKIE SPARRO 


Friday June 20th 7:30pm 


SMALL BROWN BIKE 
THE CASKET LOTTERY 


At Silk City loan e (sth and ‘Sprint Garden) 


GRAVY TRAIN !1!! 
Friday june Z7th 7:30pm 


A.R.E. WEAPONS | f GLASS CANDY 


my 
re a aw/HLRSPRODUCTIONS.COM 


D.LY. Shows For Seven Years 
Wednesday June Tith 7:30pm 


THE PATTERN .-.... 
NATURAL HISTORY 
Friday June 13th 7:30pm 


THIS DAY FORWARD 
BEAR WS SHARK & HASTE 


Sunday June 15th 7:30pm 


TRANS AM 
BLACK TAJ MEASLES MUMPS 


montreal. constealiation recs 


TUESDAY WEDNESDAY 


9 10 1 
Zoro taahl FINGER LICKIN’ 


BARTENDER COUNTRY FUCK 


HONKYTONK 


sen pee COUNTRY + BLUEGRASS ALL M00 CONS 


16 > 17 18 


FIVE ALIVE 
Nyt! 


BARTEROES THE MELANGE 


- DREW + DAN SPI 


25 


TIMMY 
THE ORIGINAL 
POST PUNKER 


ROCK & ROLL 
OVERDOSE 


70's GLAM + PUNK 


THURSDAY FRIDAY SATURDAY 


FINGER LICKIN’ 


WITH COSMO BAKER 
SOUL+FUNK 
RARITIES 


12 


WITH COSMO BAKER 
SOUL+FUNK 
RARITIES 


19 


FINGER LICKIN’ 
WITH COSMO BAKER 


SOUL+FUNK 
RARITIES 
26 27 28 
FINGER LICKIN’ MR. TEN COLD RETARDED 
Scene FINGERS AJ READYWRIGHT 


SOUL+FUNK 
RARITIES 


COLD RETARDED 


with 
AJ READYWRIGHT 


IN THE HEART OF NORTHERN LIBERTIES 


NEVER A COVER 


Open 3:30 pm-2am 
700 N. 2nd St. (215) 413-3181 


--SLO & SHAKEY “ROADHOUSE BLUES" 


A ROCK TITS EVENT FEAT. “coyore (MEMBERS OF HOLY FALLOUT)-FREE 
--- aaeeesnnnneanwennnnn ------GLOBAL ILLAGE 
Uw. U-QUORICE POSSE ( FEAT. MEMBERS OF : GRANDFATHER RIDICULOUS) 
FRANTIC FLAT TOPS- BEN EDWARDS TRIO 
---ZERO HOUR UUTRAVIOUT NIGHTMARE 


Sat. 6/2 | --—---------o------nnnene~ 
SUN 6/22 -------=--nennenennennen 


udheosiags ---SNOWFAIRIS CD RELESE SHOW 
SONGS FROM A RANDOM HOUSE | Nyc ) -TBA 
---FAT RICH & ENGUSH BOBS’ PUNK ROCK DJ NIGHT 


SUN RA ARKESTRA 
JAMAALADEEN TACUMAS’ DNA GALLERIA 


pasar An SCE SIE EE EEE pai cassie tia ttt nad lat hateeateeaetict 
very Mon-7pm-Shakey Lymon & Justin Kolb play the biues FREE! 
Every Tues-A Rock Tits Event-DJs spinning the BEST rock FREE!!!! 
Every Wed-No band, No DJ, just the best jukebox in town FREE!! 


KITCHEN OPEN 5PM-1AM EVERY NIGHT 


-==ssasasaEEEESSSSENEememeel 


THE RED & THE BLACK 


THU 6/5 » $8 
Rex Hobart 

(Bloodshot Records) 
“or Slimm 

Joey Belttam 


FRI 6/6 
BiMonSciFiCon 
Surround 
Dragon City 


THU 6/12 


i 
Grand Fabric 
Buddy (of Rock Lotto) 
Thanksgiving 


FRI 6/13 
KeN 


Apache Grip 
” Jukebox Zeros 
Mz. Pacman (vo 


FRI 6/20 


Karl Hendricks Trio 
(Merge Records) 


The Red & The Black 
(exHaywood, Self Storter Found.) 
This Rodont Boy ji 


THU 6/26 
Antelope 

(Dischord Records) 
Liars & Magicians 


FRI 6/27 


Downbeat 5 
Thee A members of DAN) 
inks 


D & AT DOC WATSON’S 
216 SOUTH 11TH STREET WWVW.PLAINPARADE.ORG 


Kilroy 


Lied 7/3 
tolle 

The he Teeth 

Bugs Eat Books 


THU 7/18 
This Radiant Bo 
The Caribbean (DC) 


FRI 7/25 
Americon Altitude = - 
Lesser Birds of Poradise 
(Chicago) 


wa & & 4 
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“TIMES OF CRISIS’ 


The Most Difficult Crossword in the World 


a” 


ACROSS 


1.Slammer slicer. 

5. Lower clef. 

9. Laissez-__ 

14. Draw in. 

15. Monochrome cookie. 
16. Turkish conqueror and 
dynasty founder. 

17. Tech review site. 

18. Lying upon a mattress. 
19. Public storehouse. 

20. Search for an outlaw in 
the empire of 16 across. 

23. Cable movie ch. 

26. Tradesman’s suffix. 

27. Minute mound builder. 
28. Tugboat, to a barge. 
30. ____ jacet. (Roman epitaph 
opener.) 

32. Ostrich look-alikes. 

36. Weasel’s seafaring kin. 
37. Private sea cruiser. 

39. Suffix for hydrocarbons. 
40. Early city’s penultimate 
alert level. 

43. Glass or Gershwin. 

44. Impatiently expectant. 
45. Harvest. 

46. Identifying #s. 

48. Incorrect prefix. 


49. Admirable quality. 


BY JASON E. GIBBS 


50. Edible Andean tuber. 
52. Ruckus. 

53. To be, to Bernardo. 
54. Anxious in the city of 
hanging gardens. 

59. Pear-shaped fiddle. 
60. Telegraph. 

61. Disfigure. 

65. Jeopardy. 

66. Drachma replacement. 
67. Machu Picchu inhabitant. 
68. Sewer covering. 

69. Pre-colonial Algerian 
Governors. 

70. Gumbo base. 


DOWN 


1. Utah airport initials. 

2. Eurasian steppe dweller of 
old. : 

3. Wrath. 

4. Bill rejection. 

5. 37 across operator. 

6. Shady garden spot. 

7. Appear. 

8. Pop, outside of the 
Midwest. 

9. Warm wind coming off the 
Alps. 

10. Sagacious. 

11. David Bowie’s bride. 

12, Deeply engrossed. 


~ 


13. WSW opposite. 

21. 42 gallons of wine. 

22. Cheese covered corn chip. 
23. Japanese sliding doors. 
24. Player's opponents. 

25. Escaped on foot. 

29. Pacific wreath. 

30. Hellenic hell. 

31. Cake finisher. 

33. "Le Bar aux Folies- 
Bergére" and "Le 

Chemin de Fer". 

34. Do away with adhesive. 
35. Sowing apparatus. 

37. Baseball’s Berra. 

38. Sampling. 

41. A porter in some Muslim 
lands. 

42. Ventilate, with out. 

47. Provided. 

49. MTV airings. 

51. Recurring series of events. 
52. "Bloody Sunday" locale. 
54. Brewski. 

55. Cadabra partner. 

56. Was in debt. 

57. Island between the Tonga 
and Cook chains. 

58. 16 across was one. 

59. Final Fantasy e.g. 

62. Doce meses. 

63. Critical cond. hosp. ward. 
64. Most poss. 
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PRIZES & INSTRUCTIONS 
Win Dinner for Two at North Third 
GRAND Prize: To the correct Puzzle with the earliest postmark, dinner for two at North Third, courtesy of Mr. Mark 


Bee, one copy of Dan Murphy's Stuck On The Map book of photographs, personal congratulations from H. Floss 
delivered by telephone, Top Secret Agent status in the Bureau. 


2” PRIZE: To the best 500-word Essay on “Times of Crisis,” a Freemason Subscription to THE INDEPENDENT, prob- 
able publication in these pages, a hot breakfast consisting of two pretzels, and Top Secret Agent status in the Bureau. 


3 PRIZE: To six correct Puzzles postmarked by July 4, a Rizzo Subscription, and Secret Agent status in the Bureau. 
To Every SINGLE ENTRY: Special Agent status in the Bureau, a pinback button emblazoned with the Seal of the 
Bureau, and an envelope full of Floss Notes, the hot new semi-precious play money that’s got Greenspan sweating 
bullets and the dollar on the run. Postage is our treat. 


Send your completed Puzzle to TP] BurREAU oF Puzztes & Games / 307 MARKET STREET 2ND FLOOR / 
PHILADELPHIA, PA / 19106 with your name, address, and telephone number written on a 3x5-inch index card. And 
you'd best hop to it, if you want a crack at the GRAND PRIZE. 


4 
4 


JUNE 2003 


hank you for all your answers to last month's Noodle Exercise. The winning candidate, Sonya Bishop of Pine 
Street, has earned herself Top Secret Agent status within the Bureau of Puzzles and Games and a dinner for 
two at the Standard Tap. Agent Bishop's answers are reprinted in their entirety below. You'll notice that a scant 
two of her sixteen responses are correct. While it is true that Agent Bishop drinks Philadelphia tap water and occa- 
sionally dons sweatpants, it is not correct that the game can be seperated from the truth as chicken fat from broth. 
She also dodged several questions, namely the one pertaining to the Rittenhouse Square observation booth, which 


is a relic from the International Exhibition of 1876. I did not ask what the booth is used for, Agent Bishop. 
Regardless, my assistants and I found Agent Bishop's responses the best of the lot, so she gets the prize. As for the 
rest of you dullards, better luck next time. Remember, Puzzles and Games are to be played with the utmost seri- 
ousness, as your mind will grow only if it is tugged and pulled periodically. Yrs., 

HENryY FLOSS 

Chairman, Bureau of Puzzles & Games 


1. What is the maximum number of 
blocks that one can legally walk in a 
SEPTA subway tunnel? 

Zero, unless you are a maintenance 


person. 


2. What was the lead story in the first 
issue of THE PHILADELPHIA 
INDEPENDENT? 

I just recently recovered my vision 
and hearing — I am unable to find out 
without cheating. 


3. What's the best way to separate the 
game from the truth? 

Wait for truth to sink to the bottom 
and scoop the game off the top with a 
spoon. That's what my bubby did for 
the chicken fat when she made matzo 
ball soup. 


4. Which Center City block has the 
tallest trees? 

Including the parkway, probably 
between 22nd and 23rd Street near the 
Calder statue 


5. If the owner of a bar serves you a 
bottle of beer, should you leave a tip? 
What should you do about the tip? 

I think so. I would leave a 15% tip: 
Bartenders don't get tipped that much. 
Pur the tip under your empty bottle so 


HENRY FLOSS’ MONTHLY INVENTION 
(Apologies and respects to Rube Goldberg) 


he/she can sit through the bottom. 

6. Which bridge in Philadelphia has the 
most character? 

This old bridge that went over 
South Street, I think it was in west 
Philly. It is one of the earliest suspen- 
sion bridges ever, of the cable variety. It 
ran through grays ferry cemetery. 


7. What is the origin of the Rittenhouse 
Square observation booth? 

It is where police officers can warm 
their toes and polish their guns after a 
few hours of bum hunting. 


8. Do you drink Philadelphia tap 
water? Where does it come from? 

Yes. I think that it is shipped in from 
Yardley. They have a nice swamp next 
to Pennsbury Manor. 


9. Is there a store or restaurant you 
avoid because the clerks hate you? Why do 
they hate you so? 

I wish I was bold enough to make 
them hate me. It would be exciting to 
have a Chinese food clerk hate me 
though. Then the whole ethnic stereo- 
type could be employed. 


10. Who is the best musical artist or 
group to ever claim Philadelphia as 
home? 


Although it is a cliché, the Roots. 

11. Where can a mule be born in 
Philadelphia? 

On the frisbee golf course in 
Strawberry Mansion. Or maybe in this 
little niche in the concrete barrier of 
KannPar on Pine. 


12. What is the quickest route from the 
Art Museum to the Platt Bridge? 
Use a helicopter. 


13. What do the sharpest peacocks wear 
afterhours? 

Most of the ones in my neighbor- 
hood wear tapered black jeans, a T- 
shirt and a floral ascot. Ones from the 
suburbs usually wear blazers, | think 


14. Does crime ever pay and if so, how 
much? 


If you steal from a school, probably not. 


15. In ten words or less, what is the 
nature of Philadelphia? 

Better than it looks on the outside. 
Go into buildings. 


16. Do you wear sweatpants? 

Occasionally. It makes me mad that 
everyone thinks the ones without elas- 
tic on the bottom are less casual- 
Formal sweats?  # 


HOWTO TEE UP A GOLF BALL 
WITHOUT BENDING OVER... 


Henry Floss dons tee gun hat (A). He pulls 
trigger (B) shooting tee into ground at far end 
of gun. Report of gun causes Tasmanian devil 
(C) to run into hole (D). Cannon ball (E) 
drops on bulb (F) causing atomizer (G) to 
spray underwear (H). Underwear billows out- 
ward, gently opening ice tongs (1) and allowing 
golf ball (J) to drop on Tee (K)! 


STRAIGHT TO US 


SIX ISSUES 


BY FOOT 


We take young urchins in off the street 
and give them gainful employment 
harassing commuters for pennies on the 
hour and a hot bowl of gruel. Subscribers 
avoid the foul smells and grubby hands 
of these vulgar ragamuffins. 


TWELVE ISSUES 


and rotund, 


Rugged 


nightatick 


YOU SEND: 


The Rizzo isn't 
» bust a few heads or save a few 
pennies as long as the job gets done. For 


$15 you 6 issues of THE INDEPENDENT, the Rizzo package, plus 
INDEPENDENT by mail, a stylish pinback THe INDEPENDENT’s original broad 
button bearing the image of young sheet poster, t-shirt, and INDEPENDENT 
Benjamin Franklin at hie press, and an artist Jacob Weinstein’s graphic novel 
INDEPENDENT sticker to slap on your Durty Boxes No ritual of initiation is nec 


essary 


THe Rizzo 
6 issues at $15 


THE FREEMASON 
12 issues at $40 


THE FRANKLIN 
Forever at $100 


Help us lay a cornerstone in our humble 
Lodge with a Freemason subscription. 
Your $40 gets you 12 issues of THE 


TO THE PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT 


BY WHEEL OR BY FEATHER 


Our senior henchpersons pedal about 


Subscribers don't 
through embarassing 


FOREVER 
Frugality is okay, but it doesn't compare 
with magnanimity. The Franklin 
includes a perpetual subscription to THE 
INDEPENDENT, the Freemason package, 
and an invitation to dine and converse 
with THE INDEPENDENT's editors in our 
lush offices, Live musical entertainment, 
cocktails and conversation will be pro 
vided. All this for one Benjamin. 


My Name 
Address 


City / State / Lip Code 


E-mail 


town on tricycles causing trouble. 
have to suffer 


focus-group sessions with these cava- 
liers, who always talk to strangers. 


es 


aa) 

2» 
® 
® 


Once in a great while, we rent out a 


prodigous bird and invite a handful of 


subscribers along for an aerial tour of 


impromptu the city as we hurl aid packages of 


newspapers down on neighborhoods in 


need. B.Y.O.B, please 


STRAIGHT TO YOU 


Send a check ot 


money onder to 


THE PHILADELPHIA 
INDEPENDENT 


BUREAU OF SUMSCRIP TIONS 
YW MARKET ST OND ELOOR 
VHA totan 


Let. the 
Wild Rumpus 
Start! | 


Celebrate Bloomsday! 
Monday, June 16, Noon-7pm FREE! 


The 2000 block of DeLancey Place is closed to traffic 
and chairs are set up for this annual outdoor reading 
of James Joyce's Ulysses from the steps of the 
Rosenbach by notable Philadelphians. 


A special exhibition 
celebrating 40 years of 


Where the Wild Things Are 


Through June 29 


Rosenbach Museum & Library 
2008-2010 DeLancey Place 


215.732.1600 


www.rosenbach.org 
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Rosenbach Museum & Library 
2008-2010 DeLancey Place 
215.732.1600 www.rosenbach.org 


Bloom's Fork Cabaret 


June 5, 6, & 7; 8PM 
Free with museum admission ($8/$5) 


Big Mess Theater Impresario Greg 
Giovanni's Philly-based experimental 
musical, inspired by Ulysses. 
Register at 215.732.1600, x113. 


The Potable Joyce: A Watered 
Down Version of Ulysses 


June 14 & 15; 11AM & 2PM 
Free with museum admission ($8/$5) 


A theatrical performance for all ages 
by storyteller Sebastienne Mundheim. 
Register at 215.732.1600, x113. 


